
Introduction 


mahesh dattani 

Actor, director, playwright, dancer and screennl™ • 
Ma hesh Dattani was born in Bangalore on August 7 TwT 
Educated at Baldwin s High School and St. Joseph’s College of 
Art and Science, Dattani is a graduate in History F™ 8 • 
and Political Science with post-graduation in MarkLgTnd 
Advertising Management. & na 

He has worked as a copywriter in an advertising firm and 
subsequently with his father in business. His theatre er o,m 
Playpen, was formed in 1984, and he has directed several p|7 
or them, ranging from classical Creek to contemporary works 

In 1998, he set up his own theatre studio dedicated rn tr¬ 
end showcasing new talents in acting7r"ct ne and 
writing—the firci- in t-k Qlrectin g and stage 

specifically In l99« n C ° Untr> ' f ° CUS ° n new *’°rks 

Akademi Award for his b^T"/ 7°" preSti 8 lous Sa hitya 

Plays thus he " l k ° P ays ’ Flnal So,ut >ons and other 

wmiie award m,n8 ** E " 8 ' ,sh h W playwrighTto 


P'aywrightt bv Alv^ tj' <most serious contemporary 
a «°r, dancer teacher^ E 7 amSee ’ lV | ahesh Dattani » a director, 
7 an accomnlishS ^ into one. Dattani is 

e forts in m WntCr 3nd fllm dlreCtor whose 

^Preciated. He entered h ^ M ° rmng Raga have been highly 
0sca rs i n 2005 777 hl j> second movie Morning Raga at the 
India’s gH ' f WaSn,t India ’ s «ffical entry. 

ancec > having tra' 77 ^ Pj a > wright is also an accomplished 
8 tramed ln Western ballet under Moly Andre at 







Alliance Franca** de Bangalore during 1984 - 87 . H e akn r . 
m Bharamatyam during 1986-90 and made his solo dan c 
in 1989 at Bangalore. Subsequently, Dattani has pe r fo edcl>Ut 
temples and festivals as well as informal spaces Hj n ^. ed in 
Like A Man has struck gold on stage—the play dir - ^ 

Lilette Dubey, has been running to packed houses a'm ^H by 
world for over eight years now, and the film, directed b p 
Rooks, won the Best Feature Film Award in p„, i ame * a 
National Film Festival. g ls at 

Dattani teaches theatre courses at the summer 
programme of Portland University, Oregon (USA) and'conducl! 
workshops regularly at his studios and elsewhere He ale 
radio plays for BBC Radio 4. Although throughout his academy 
career neither was Dattani a student of literature nor did he 
show any signs of literary creativity, his dedication and passion 
for the theatre has won him scholarships and awards, besides 
being conumssioned by top national and international bodies 
to write plays on social issues for them. 

The media just cannot stop gushing about him. Here are 
some quotes rom the media on him and his works: 

One of India s best and most serious contemporary 

playwrights writing in English.” Alexandra Viets —International 

tierala inbune . 

A. playwright of world stature” —Mario Relich, Wasafiri. 

(in , Mr Dattam is a canny and facile writer, and there is nothing 
and L'T* tbat ' s abe n to American audience. Powerful 
„ . urbln 8-” Stephen Bruckner —The New York Times. 

English Ian ^ man ^ us hdie swung open the door to the West, 
pWrightsT 38 ! nd ‘ an noveI 'sts have wowed the world. Indian 
—Vibhuti Pat 7 ^ en ,essc °nspicuous except for Mahesh Dattani 

Virginia Woolf m k dmg Edwa Albee’s play Whos Afraid of 
' hls tee ns that Mahesh developed an urge 


write. u h unleashed in me an ab T 

characters against each other '‘IwT U L P my malea nd female 
Madhu Rye’s Kumar,u Agash and s « ' mpact most ( tom 
within my own time and place and noT* U taUgbt me t0 work 
world of sophistication and grandeutoperate out ofa p rojected 

Dattani writes in English. No apology is n ..a a 
explanation. When challenged at a rc-m ^’ “ a " y 
University ol Bangalore, “Whv don’t you #t the 

language?” his reply, with a gentle. 
do . There is no elitism here, none of the snobbery which 
attaches to some Indian writing in English (and elsewhere) 
Dattani uses the language in which he can best express whai 
he wants to say. Translated into Hindi, Where There’s A Will 
was just as successful and effective as it was in English. Final 
Solutions will work in Kannada, Telugu or Tamil. If the play is 
strong enough it will work in any language. 


Mahesh Dattani bares life to the bone. Pre-occupied as it 
were with gender jssues, Mahesh is a spokesman for all th e 
marginalised people. “All of us,” he says, “want t o be part of 
society, of the mainstream but we must acknowledge that it is 
a forced harmony.-- —— 


In his play Tara we find the idea of “forced harmony” 
recurring as it does in several other plays he has authored. 
Those who survive are those who won’t “defy the gravity of 
others”. It’s all about conforming. You can’t survive unless you 
fit into a social stereotype like homosexuals for instance. So, 
its all about keeping the rebel in oneself alive and at the same 
time move in that forced harmony. That’s where the struggle 
lies. 


Dattani who studied in Baldwin’s and St. Josephs College 
ba sked in the affection of his parents and two older sister^ 
throughout his academic career neither was he a sW ® n _. 
•terature nor did he show any signs of literary creanvl . 
j* a ge was set for a stunningly ordinary life spent m 
’ s father’s business. 


run 






of life’s dramatic twists, Dattani did 


not 


HoW ‘Z backdrop. Instead he started writing plays, a J 
me ' ! k'ltJned there was no stopping him. Where There\ 1 
°"‘* he m 1998 and from then on he turned out 

"S!Sliu«t-rffc'b r »i.i».v 

commenced scriptwriting for enema, television and radio while 
his plays were getting published, translated and staged in India 

and UK as well. 

In Where There's A Will , the ghost of an autocratic old 
man who has willed his property to his mistress overhears the 
unpleasant truth about what his nearest and dearest really 
think of him. Dance Like a Man harks back to a time when 
dancing was considered a harlot’s pursuit and reveals the 
duplicity of society's moral standards. In Tara , a mother is forced 
to choose her son’s welfare over her daughter’s and this wreaks 
havoc in the lives of the whole family. Bravely Fought the Queen 
is a Weak play depicting the stunted lives of the members of a 
joint famth and the troubled relationship that dishonesty breeds 

JXSr* 3 f! ay , a J b ° Ut “ Muslim conflict was 
£££ miT” ™ eatre feStival Ba»8<»lo*e in 
the Babri Masiid 11 was scheduled to be staged, 

calamitous mu- *" Jtmo '' s hed- The festival organisers fearing 

the following year inP^J L? *?** ^ play ' If . was finall >’ sta S ed 
Night Ou ^ n ° W an d Bangalore. 

su PpIement of The Tel ^ or *he 1996 annual literary 

The Needful was tutdunhur '' Calcutta (now Kolkata). Do 
Preiudice. gui |, d , 4 and staged in Bangalore. 

Danam’s pUy s ' s ° nes ty, compromise—this is what 
, Da «^plays a ' r Uff0fl,feitSclf - 

^^esandsehr'." S ^^ a ^ us °f many Indian and 

JNIU* T S ,ry |^^kbysia,HyderlV ”'^ udln K New York University, 
Mans, Loy^^Un.vers,^, Manipur University, 
S« w r S ' npla > Wr '-'nga„d?' CBC ’ c,c ’ H' also conducts 

,t,n g radio p! ays f ljf at his studio in Bangalore, 

"C Radio 4. 


(«) 

Humility personified, “If Dattani can, anybody can”, is 
M ahesh’s pet line I hirteen plays, including three of them 
commissioned by the BBC, an annual lecture tour to the USA 
* film script and a book in the offing for Penguin India, ensure 
that he has much to be proud of. 

In 1998, Dattani received the Sahitya Akademi Award for 
Final Solutions , a gripping play on communalism. He has built 
a n amphitheatre-cMm-studio in Bangalore to stage his 
productions and for ensuring a livelihood. He is very hopeful of 
the future ol theatre and maintains: “We have to nurture new 
talent in ever) language, I want more Dattanis, more 
playwrights, to bring about culture vibrancy.” 

He also likes to interact with people and discuss issues. 
“Themes that are outside my immediate realm of experience, 

I research extensively. I can’t just write without knowing facts, 
and I think good writing is all about shifting perspectives of 
life.” 

Dattani’s Dramaturgy 

According to John McRae, Dattani’s plays speak across 
linguistic and cultural divides. 

The plays of Mahesh Dattani bring Indian drama into the 
1990s with a vengeance. They are plays of today, sometimes 
so actual as to cause controversy, but at the same time they 
are plays which embody many of the classic concerns of world 
drama. 

The starting point for many of the greatest plays is the 
family f rom jj Je Q res t eia to Hamlet , from Racine to Ibsen 
an d Chekhov, from the royal concerns of Shakuntala to the 
unit S ^ ectac ^ es Soyinka. Human relationships and the family 
1 have been at the heart of dramatic representation. 

Sett ^ a ^ es h Dattani takes the family unit and the family 
a nd ^ a S ain and again he uses the family home as his locale— 
docs ?^ rncnls them. As relationships fall apart, so, in a way, 
he e J v ‘ SUa l setting. Not for him the single room set. Rather, 
laments, with great technical daring, using split sets, 



„ interior and exterior: ne stretches the c#% 
“ h ffills i/in every available direction, even out front, p| a ? Ce 
SIS audience and itsexpectations . ^ 

7 y s is indicative of His playing with time too—-non e 0 f, 
plays is static within its time frame. They move between past Jl 
presenr, even between life and death, with the ease with which d 
character enters and leaves the stage. a 

This considerable flexibility is accompanied by a v j t n 
necessaiy mastery of the structure of the plays. They are ^ 
the very best sense of the term, well-made plays, using tens ^ 
and climaxes, gradual revelation and careful timing to rej7th° n 
stones. There is no substitute for this kind of craftsmanship ^ 
working with any major playwright will confirm Indeed 
mysten' why the ‘well-made play’ label ever came to h 
negative overtones. Everv one of the rrninr .1 f have 

Tennessee Williams m a , , r toroid Pinter, from 

'-St, a wTudder^i ^ ^ 3t lbc ^ 

make „ work in the th^tre"^ ^ '° COnstruct a 

P'avsaidwoiksby's'urh^w" m ‘ lde betwe<;n Mahcsh Dattani’s 
: Sno, ^ehowro t ake , h rv r ^ S Ibse " and Neil Simon. One 
for revealing th e secrets f ^1- attani bas tbe Ibsenite talenr 
p 13 i cbara cters turn^ 3 but goes bevond this, 

cn« k '"' ' he ^Z?T aTd \ the futu « m exorcising the 
Datran " an Vber ' IwT.^ ° n Us remain forever?” 

s P inr is never*^ e , prob i e ms are not • ^ ^ COncernS afe 

Ghosts or The as it is u msu P era kle, the human 
touching the ido^T ^^der. Th ^ Cnd Fiedda Gablet 
wounds of a socj* 1 the end of V* e ™P r,Ve power of Bobby’s 
“those powerful ^ ^ ivj ded bv ^ Solution s cauterises the 
f he welter of emoti 0n S .^h reli gious violence; 

3 v ‘°lence L 3n ^ eni bracing him in 
at f he end of Bravely Fought 


the Queen, out hope for some new truth in the characters’ 
relationships; the ghost of the dominating father is laid, at the 
end of Where There's A Will; and the younger couple “are ready 
for the dance” as present triumphs over past at the end of 

Dance Like A Man” 

“Dattani,” continues McRae, “is the voice of India now.... 
There are clear undercurrents in the plays which relate Dattani 
to the greatest traditions of the native country: his incorporation 
of traditional dance forms in Dance Like A Man brings together 
the historic India and the property-minded, money-oriented 
society of the 1990s, with a drama moving between generations 
and across time in ways which are technically astonishing. In 
Bravely Fought the Queen the title goes back to a traditional 
Hindi text k we learnt in school...but had to translate it in English 
as an exercise’— but with its refrain of ‘so bravely fought the 
manly queen’ it comes right up to date in its questioning of 
female and male roles in society. 

The controversy surrounding Final Solutions deserves to be 
mentioned. The play was commissioned long before the Ayodhya 
incident in December 1992 and the ensuing violence. But because 
of the troubles the play was excluded from the Bangalore Theatre 
Festival that year. So'much the more satisfying then its great 
success when it was finally staged in Bangalore and later Bombay. 

IS * s tbeatre at the cutting edge, holding the mirror up to the 
^ociety it depicts, showing (to continue with Hamlet’s words) 
e form and pressure of the time. 

her. From tbe Various yet touching concern of Lalitha with 
phvsicnM * n ^ rave [y Fought the Queen to the deeply moving 
the sd1o C !T ^ ina ^Solutions —“I am touching God!”, from 

There's A \\/ Ji com ' c P rcs ence of the dead father in Where 
hike A Man * \l° ^ v * sua ^ stunning dance climax in Dance 
°nly he ^ ; abesb Dattani has given us images which could 
Seen by aud UC * n r ^ eatre ’ ‘mages which deserve to be 
a v ital new ^ nces wor ldwide, images which give Indian drama 
P a ce in modern world theatre.” 




„ dc*' undercurrents. m me piays vvh Ic h r ,*i 

traditions of the native co„„ t '*!« 

dance ,orms ,n Da ”«- Like ,1 y 
-hr historic India and the property.^’ 
oriented society of the 1990s, with a drama mo v ’ 

_and armcc nmp in «...._ ■ . 


^^ncnr<M* soact)- of the 1990s, with a drama mov,n ’ 
brnieen generations and across rime in ways which ^ 
admicallv astonishing. In Bravely Fought the Queen the tT 
goes hade to a traditional Hindi text “we learnt in school I! C 
had to translate it in English as an exercise'’— h ur W|t jj ,Ut 
rdram of *» bravely fought the manly queen” it comes r 'h 
up to date m its questioning of female and male roles in so^- 

The oontrovosy surrounding Final Solutions deserveHn 
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TARA 

The play was first performed as Twinkle Tara at the 
Chowdiah Memorial Hall, Bangalore, on October 23, 1990 
by Dattani’s Playpen Performing Arts Group. It was 
subsequently performed as Tara at Sophia Bhabha Hall by 
Theatre Group, Bombay on November 9,1991, and directed by 
Alyque Padamsee. 

Tara centres on the emotional separation that grows between 
two conjoined twins following the discovery that their physical 
separation was manipulated by their mother and grandfather 
to favour the boy (Chandan) over the girl (Tara). Tara, a fiestv 
girl who isn’t given the opportunities given to her brother 
(although she may be smarter) eventually wastes away and dies. 
Chandan escapes to London, changes his name to Dan, and 
attempts to repress the guilt he feels over his sister's death by 
liv ing without a personal history. Woven into the play are issues 
of class and community, and the clash between traditional and 
modern lifestyles and values. 

Dattani sees Tara as a play about the gendered self, about 
v nrnng to terms with the feminine side of oneself in a world 
J t a Ways tavours w hat is ‘male’; but many people in India 
a aS a b° ut c h e g> r l child. On the surface of it, Tara is 
sure r ' I| aH)Ut con i° incd tw ins: Tara and Chandan who are 
go tn?i ' sc P arated an ^ yet remain entwined. Chandan won’t 
fiends ! m rM ? ^ ^ ara does not do r ^ e s*™ an ^ Tara has no 
UfRavek°g Pea * °* exce P r * OT h er iwin Chandan. As the story 
the twine , UN LXer ’ you f‘ nd c ^ at c h e play is not so much about 
P^sonahti C *v^ con joined hut more so about people and 
ou are introduced to various other characters, 








(x^) 


. jiiv make an appearance on stage (the parents- 
wn **JpTrd the next door ne.ghbour: Roopa and , he 
BhJr t"io Doctor Thakkar) and others who are only 

•*£ thnmeh memories (the grandfather) and one-sided 
revealed tmu s the Dersona irv r.f 


'■ '..led through memories line —. —“ on «-sided 

prions iPrema). Regardless, the personality of each 
Character (including that of Chandan and Tara) is revealed m 
context of the “conjoined-endess” of the twins. That is the frame 
of reference, the axis around which the entire script revolves. 

The Play’s Appeal 

Seeing a play is much like reading poetry or appreciating 
an. One’s appreciation is a very' personal experience. It matters 
little what motivated Dartani to write Tara. In the end, one is 
moved by it only if it strikes a chord with one. Appreciating art, 
in any form, is like peering into a mirror and seeing one’s own 
>df in It. Perhaps, that is why the audience have enjoyed Tara 
as much Since 1990. It has been staged repeatedly in India and 
abroad, and the audiences have loved the references ro Bombav, 

tha.Trfjf' he EnSl ' S , h lan8Uage With 3,1 its delightful nuances 
,™l^ Omm0 " PiaC I m B ° mba >- The dramatis personae 
of St ,n7rv rUC Tn heir L CharaCter ’ for is no shortage 
hysterical mother i om ^ay household: complete with a 
dominant father Utgarru * ous neighbour and a resigned 

"1 bar said, what annr* I 

L,ear line dividing the M eo ^j S v, m ° St a ^ out Tara is that there is no 
j'hose lines are usually Vm ki gUyS ^° m “bad” guys. Indeed, 
has goodness to them an H Urrcd ’ ,n any case * Eve, 7 character 
firced, anger, bitterness an/** ^ • h ° ne shows sparks of hate, 
t0 , reverse an i,(trr e:The '°ving mother who is 

mrene " h "'? n " 0n; *e father dc , CISIOn b V overcompensating 

all subsequent <| PaSI hy ,h °wing 1 ' S rc R rettin g hls failure to 

miraculous suraew’k"'’the intcrventio " 

gertinc the ni 8 ^ ut °nly a frr» doctor who performs the 

*«- * 

y cr,s hrimnp -r , S tr Ving to come to terms 

,ra s memory in a play; Tara 


(xv) 


who lashes out at her peers calling them names because she’s 
unable to mask her anger and resentment at not being able to 
conform and fit in; and Roopa, the friend who is always around, 
but only so long as she is rewarded with lipsticks and magazines. 

Dartani writes plays to be seen and heard, not literature to 
be read. Tara has two-fold purpose, first to expose the modem 
educated urban family’s adherence to the conventional attitude 
of favouring anything that is masculine. The second purpose is 
ro expose the corruption prevalent in the bureaucratic society 
and the ethical deterioration of the medical profession. 
According to Mr. Patel, Dr. Thakkar agreed to separate the 
conjoined twins, who initially had three legs, by giving both 
legs to the boy (Chandan) in exchange of a plot of prime land 
in the heart of Bangalore for starting his own nursing home. And 
Chandan’s grandfather used his political influence for that. 
Lnfortunately, Chandan had two legs only for two days because 
the doctors realised their mistake and amputated the “piece of 
dead flesh which could have—might have—been Tara*. This 
sums up the entire conscience of the play—how the physical 
separation manipulated by the mother and the grandfather to 
favour the boy over the girl results in an emotional separation 
between the twins. 


ner brother, eventually wastes away and dies. Chanda 
scapes to London, changes his name to Dan and attempts I 

a?;r hC 8 ' ° VCr HiS SistCr ’ S death - H,s sense of trauma an 

nguish is so intense that, at the end of the play, we see Chanda 

me ? glSm f t0 Tara m thc m ° Sl movin 8 the lines: “Forgi\ 
* iara. Forgive me, for making it my tragedy.” 

makmp th l Cnd ’ th ?, cbarac,ers are different from the rest of u: 
up to or ci ° ,Ces a . l ^ e t * mc b etw een right and wrong, standin 
for the mn 7 Cn enng t0 PCer P ressure an d societal expectation: 
which rh« S wE <> sometimes make bad choice 

Merest" f ° r the rest of their lives. Tara is ai 
in ow into our own life and reveals to us that w 




(xvi) 

m be wains too of our prejudices, and our choices are 0 f ten 
influenced by far too many external considerations. The p |J 
theme may be “freaks among freaks”, but the play itself i s a SUre 

creme de la creme. 


Tara was first performed as Twinkle Tara at the Chowdiah 
Memorial Hall, Bangalore, on 23 October^ 1990 by Playpen 
Performing Arts Group. The cast was as follows: 


bharati 

TARA 

CHANDAN 

PATEL 

ROOPA 

DR THAKKAR 


Akila Thandur 
Neha Sharma 
Salim Sheriff 
Ajit Bhide 
Madhavi Rao 
Chippy Gangjee 


Director 

Lighting 

Stage Management 
Sound 


Mahesh Dattani 
Pradeep Belawdai 
Narendra 
M. Bhaskar 


The play was subsequently performed as Tara at Sophia Bhabha 
Hall bv Theatre Group, Bombay, on 9 November, 1991, with 
Rooky Dadachanji, Anju Bedi, Tarini Bedi, Asif Ali Beg, ‘Bugs’ 
Bhargava Krishna, Aadya Bedi and Protap Roy, directed by 
Alyque Padamsee. 
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ACT I 


A „,ulti-level set. The lowest level occupies a major portion 
of the stage. It represents the house of the Patels. It ts seen 
only in memory and may be kept as stark as possible. 

The next level represents the bedsitter of the older Chandan 
treferred to as Dan for clarity) in a suburb of London. 
There is a small bed, and, in the foreground, a small writing 
table with a typewriter and a sheaf of papers. A part of a 
wall covered with faded wallpaper can also be seen. This 
is the only realistic level. 

Behind, on a higher level, is a chair in which Dr Thakkar 
remains seated throughout the play. Although he doesn’t 
watch the action of the play, his connection is asserted by 
bis sheer God-like presence. 

On the stage level, running along the cyclorama and in an 
L-shape, downstage right, is the galli outside the Patels' 
house, which can be suggested by cross-lighting. 

The play starts without any music. A spot picks up Dan at 
his writing table. He is typing furiously. He stops and 
removes the sheet from his typewriter. He looks up and 
speaks to the audience. 

dan. In poetry, even the most turbulent emotions can be 
recollected when one is half asleep. But in drama! Ah! Even 
p HyiHity has to be recalled with emotion. Like touching a 
are ive wire. Try distancing yourself from that experience and 
rit mg about it! A mere description will be hopelessly 
over ? UaU ^° r me “ * ^ ^ave to relive that charge over and 
aU1 ^ ause -) Excuse me while I recharge myself. 

a gtass and brinks' a ^ ott ^ e °f liquor, pours some into 

Se< % suburb of ™ emories * Locking myself in a bedsitter in a 
on on, thousands of miles from home hasn’t 




Mahesh D attan . 

, between us. (Holds up his glass.) My batten, 
putcnough occasions. But now I want them to come 
cAargtth^ 0 "; memories in my mind and sp.t out the 
** T ° t he world in anger. (Picks up the sheet he has h een 
rtt /lMv progress, so tar, I must admit, has been zero. Bu , 
rC w,th thecon,forting thought that things can’t get any 

r ^ep staring at my typewnter every day wondering 

a 0 , best to turn my anguish into drama All I find every day, 
without fail. IS one typewritten sheet with the title of the play, 
my name and address and the date. Nothing changes—except 
the date. {Reads from the paper,) ‘Twinkle Tara. A drama in 
two acts by Chandan Patel. Copyright, Chandan Patel, 93 
Fishpond's Road, Tooting, London SW17 7LJ.’ Today I made 
some progress. I even typed my phone number. (Puts down the 
paper.) Not to say that I don’t have anything to show to the 
world yet, I do. For instance, these. (Picks up a manuscript.) 
Random Raj. Short stories on the British Raj. Still hounding 
publishers. The publishers here ignore them because none of 
them deal with sari, down- deaths or child marriages—all 
subjects guaranteed to raise the interest of the average Western 

isn’t worth i 1 ^ *'° me ’ °^ C0urse ’ Indo-Anglian literature 

bu, ,hafs ::zTr h : ma,,uscr,pi away - ] 

desperately wanted to be il° n ' 8ht ' dr ° P eVeiTthlnS ^ 

removing a mask an! tU my years ln England. (Mimes 
intellectuals mask IM ’ T0Win & 11 aw ay.) The handicapped 

desperate immigrant Temovtn S another mask.) The 
jnysterious brown with r k W f S retnovin g yet another. ) The 
hardest to drop having cn! Ph0ney accent - Tb e last being the 

f , > M J* t re mains i s wharV^ 0 Wllole years in acc l uirin S ]t ‘ 
^kishness. 1 am a intend making capital of. My 

j s hjj ' er >* for inspiration ^a j NoW ’ a * rcak cloesn ’ t bave 

another'shl * g ?' All «w the if** *° ^ tMe ' ] But ^ 

to f,ood in - {mn t 

d°wly) Untd I V° r80tte n I had ^ St °^ To reH you rhC 
bought of he r 3 tW ' n SISter * (Music f a(ieS W 
as sub iect-matter for my next 


Tara 

literary attempt. Or maybe I didn’t forget her. She was lying 
deep inside, out of reach . . . 

A spot on the stage level. Chandan and Tara walk into it. 
They both have a limp , but on different legs. 

TARA. And me. Maybe we still are. Like we’ve always been. 
Inseparable. The way we started in life. Two lives and one body, 
in one comfortable womb. Till we were forced out. . . 

Patel and Bharati are seen. 

And separated. 

The lights cross-fade to the Patels’ living room. Chandan 
and Tara are playing a game of cards. It is obvious Tara is 
winning. Bharati has finished her morning pooja. Patel is 
checking the contents of his briefcase and is ready to leave 
for work. 

bharati. Tara, drink your milk, amma! 
tara. Sorry, new places slow down my peristalsis. 
chandan. New pinch for a new word. 
tara. Where are thatha’s brass tumblers? 
bharati. They have yet to be unpacked. 

patel. It’s getting late for me. (Gets up and moves to the children 
to pat them goodbye.) 

bharati. Your father doesn’t want us to use them. (Patel looks 

at her.) He doesn’t want us to use any of your grandfather’s 
things. 

patel. What are you saying, Bharati? 

bharati. Now that we’ve moved out of his house, he doesn’t... 

Y 111 " Just a minute. It was you who didn’t want to unpack 
^em. You said so yourself. You said . . . 

gifts to us^ would I not want to use my own father’s 

Pause. 

n ° reason^^ co ” tro lhng himself). Let me make this clear. I have 
to te you not to use your late father’s . . . gifts. 






nt 

tree to do as y° u P lease ' In fact ’ 11 was y° u who didn- 
«rk them, so why are you ... ? nt 


JESS**". so why are you...? 
uhamti (to Tara). Finish your milk. 

TARA. I won’t! Stop shoving it down my throat. 

TT_I 


TAJW. 

bharati. Tara! 

patel (to Bharati). Why d’you serve her so much if she doesn' 

want to... r 

bharati. But she must put on more weight! 
pair. She’s fine. 

bharati. No! She’s much too thin! She... she must Dnr ™ „ 
weight. This morning at the clinic, Dr Kapoor clicked the? 
charts. Shes lost half a pound in one week. f 

patel Half a pound isn’t much 

T *’ h ' »<“ '«<*! (Getting 
She will keep getting thinne^ n e f r, , h ° W she 8 aiJ i vveight? 

» T.„ , T„, ” 0 “ 8h *“ • l >' ■ • ■ .. • 

^ J h - fw. They are both yoiru , to They .,| bc 


™r«, i n or ’ ,rc 

. I know whar tU, a 

P°° r was surprised at tK oct °rs said! (More calmly. 

SH *Wi. Surprised'-n a ' Pr ° 8ress a "d . . . 

PATaJmel ^ ld y° u say . > 

1 "^ant to sav Ka 

slt «an.y 0U yd su Was happy to note .. 

*">-> mean, he »„ happy. -. 

121 do "' - Cr f ‘Wt «rn*di 

he “ “*» ioke,! 

"‘-■£.o« S h,„ Mgl ,r K '«.h„he., >li>ppy 


Tara 
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Be^ond^veryonet' exSlii^^— W ' th their pro8ress ' 
in a medical journal. “ ' S 8 ° me l ° mention them 

BHARAT, No! I don’t want my children being mentioned in any 
medical journal! 7 

patel. Why, what’s the harm? It will only be read by other 
doctors. It might help them with other such ... Y 

BHARAT.. I just don’t, that’s all! I don’t want all’that publicity to 

start again. y y 

patel. It’s only a journal. It won’t . . . (Resigned.) All right. 
bharati. ^ ou will put on more weight, won’t you Tara? 

tara. I’ll do anything you say, mummy. Except drink this milk. 
bharati (vaguely). Anything you say, Tara. Anything. 

The lights cross-fade to the street. Roopa, a girl of fifteen, 
is seen. She calls towards a house. 

roopa. Prema! Prema-a! (No response.) Prema-a! Oh, hello 
aunty. (/« broken Gujarat,.) Kern chcho? Majhjha ma? Is Prema 
in. (fastens.) Good. May she come out? Oh, nowhere special. 
1 thought we could maybe go over to Yankee Doodle’s for an 
icecream or something. (Listens.) A cold? That’s okay. I’ll come 

sur2i ?tl er ,r mpany - {Listens and with mock- 

A, tract in pm “T , y ° U that 1 was takin S her to see fatal 
the mov c n<>t " Ue at aU! Wel >-1 did say we will see 
Dwarfs W| 3t . T? S ’ Ut ' meant Snow White and the Seven 
Well vn lat - J-istens.) Oh, Fatal Attraction is playing there. 

1 didn’t !!,?: I show Snow Whlle in the mornings. Well, 
an d all thit' k° tC . Y °| U ’ '° U See ’ attcr s h e is my best friend 
sorry she I, Ut 3 , y 11 was ,ler idea to see both. Look, I’m 
1 "tight catch 3 t C ° d ' ! SeCOnd thou 8hts. I’d better not see her. 
Tell her nor ' /"i ? j ^°’ d T ou ^ on t mind, I won’t come up. 

sir s ° s ° rry - Thank y ° u - Av »°- 

Th enshe ?u?l’ U L g the su PP osed aunt V *s out of sight, 

a rude so / cf r Tear ° Ut m aunt y ’ s direction and makes 
house. UtU ^ ?e ^ es * ta ntly walks towards the Patels’ 





S 

,Q,Us I Hello. (HOresponse. Louder.) Hello. Tara! 

The lights cross-fade again to the living room. Bharat, u 

exited to the kitchen. as 

patel. Chanda n. 

chandan (dealing the cards). Ya. 

patel. I was fust thinking ... It may be a good idea fo r yo 
come to the office with me. (Glances surreptitiously tou^ t0 

the kitchen.) 

CHANDAN. What for? 

PAm. Just to get a feel of it. 

Y ° U C3n ,ake Tafa - She ’" make 1 S reat business 

tara. How do you know? 

chandan. Because you always cheat at cards' 

iKiStreS 1 ,..™" ,ou 

PATTI No! 7 

*oo f A.Hell « eenUste ""'Z°t the door. 

TARA. Oh hi Pec 

Ro ^(AH).sor Pa : ! ^ oni ;- 

TAK.A. Not at all. The m e „ C ' Sorr >' ! Am I disturbing you? 

the C 'caTr 80i " 8 t0 *° XledT °" ZZ' 

e me women looked after 

chandan. I haven . 

Tara O ^ ^ and " Patel) 1 might SMy 

TAW. Or carve another " l 8Ww P^zle. 

Wnter ’ y °“ know - ^ ° n the w alls. (To Roopa .) He - s a 



Tara 




, , ."'ce. what ki 

with ghosts and monsters 

^cZizt ttSTir 

* * «** «* 

roopa. Oh, good, at least you two are ir k 

down. Maybe we can watch a movie Ut s al1 sit 

sts^Jssr«*•- 

'* ,onr h ~" h 

roopa (to Chandan). Or tell us on? 

story. You know, like oglers. Y stones - A monster 

tara. Oglers? 

of their foreheads. t,Ul e " 10nSters Wlth one bi 8 e y e m the middle 
chandan. Ogres. 

TZi { lt n 7f y [ Wc "’ they look lik < 'bey are ogling. 
w °mied .. . about°her Wdl , m n0t ' • • F«"kly I’m 

R °OfA. Rea||y> h ! ^ St0ry ab ° Ut monste rs yet. 

**a. He writes abo TT 8 ' What d ° y ° U write *bout> 
^A.Realy H ° Pe ° Plehekn0WS - 

tara. Yes k - ° W " lterestln g- 

*n*L She’ needs 8 h'| S ? Wr ' te 3 stor y-about me. 

thera PV • •. or counting" 1 S ° Sure ~ ma y be kind of 





K Mahesh o att 

10 att <*hi 

. About me- Strong. Healthy. Beautiful. 

, Thar’s not you! That’s me! He is writing a sto 

Chandan? ’ at>0 u t 


r^VroVchandan 

aunts (seriously). Yes. You will be ,n the story too. As 

oglcr. 

patel Maybe I need some advice ... or counselling, j j 
know ... whether I am prepared for the worst. ° n r 

tara. I am strong. My mother has made me strong. 

Spot on the three fades out . 

patel. Maybe I’m expecting the worst. It may never ha 
no. Things are getting out of hand. I must worry about her 
I am worried—a bout my wife. ’ es - 

Cross-cut to Dan who suddenly jerks as if woken fr 
nightmare. ° m a 

OAN. No! No! That won’t do. I can’t have all that mst swim™ 
m my mm A The mind wanders too much. Unnecessary detaihf 

irrelevant characters which do not figure any where I’ve 

put i, all down. I’ve got to make a start. (Goesto theclhmet 
for a refill and takes a swig.) Now steady Din hnv n u 

sir ■? * “••*£&<&&&? 

wSZSSZ*' < D ~ ”1 And „ pe, IC „„; 

What is Tara> Kind i evervthln S- No > wait—let me think, 
strength. And daddv’^Silent ^Amfr !* a ^ ^ h " 

way from his thoughts Th, f And ~ mumm Y (Brcaks 
something better. SheLv' h f f fa,r to Tara ‘ She dcserves 
Neither of us did Mavb eC^A * ^ dCal ' N ° r even froni nature ‘ 
Destiny desires strange th^ng^We" Wa “ ted “ S b “ e P a ” ted ’ 
mortal remains Dres^rv^ -i / ' W were meant to die and our 
to study. Our purpose J" orma,de V d e for future generations 
even God does not alw W3S ma > be Only that. But 
crux of life. A duel to th What he wants * Conflict is the 

side and on the other—rh ^ erween Cod and nature on one 

you will be pleased to knowH? 21 "^ Df Thakkar * (Smiles.) Yes. 

uat I have found iny beginning- 
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Tara . (W w htle the 

A television show type Dr Thakkar, 

spot fades out. Although Dan an( j a 

L remains where he ,sin darkness The - ^ 

spot picks up Dr Thakkar, seated as if fen g 
in a studio. . 

PAN (mock-cheerful). Good evening, viewers «>id welwme 
another edition of Marvels in the World of Med,erne We ha ve 
with us this evening at our studio Dr Umakant Thakkar w 
has been in the news lately for his outstanding work at the Queen 
Victoria Memorial Hospital in Bombay. Dr Thakkar has been 
associated with many major hospitals in the USA, most notably 
the Children’s Hospital in Philadelphia. During his stay at the 
Queen Victoria Hospital, he was surgeon-in-chief to a most 
unique and complex surgery, the first of its kind in India. 

Dr Thakkar, could you tell us what was so special about this 
surgery? 

dr thakkar. To start with, the patients were only a few months 
old and . . . 

dan. How old were they exactly? 
dr thakkar. Oh, three months. 

dan (mock-surprised). Three months? Was the surgery really 
necessary? 

dr thakkar. Yes, absolutely. Surgery was their only chance of 
survival. You see, they were twins, conjoined from the chest 
down. 

dan. Siamese twins? 

dr thakkar. Yes. That is the common term used for them. 
dan. Is it a rare phenomenon? 

dr thakkar. Twins as such are not so rare, the chances 
dan. What about Siamese twins? 

dr thakkar. Conjoined twins are quite rare. I think one in every 
hfty thousand twin conceptions could have a probability of 
containing this. . . defect. F ™ 
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DAS 


. U 


Qtt Qhl 


How does it happen? 

PR niAKKAR. Sometimes— we don’t know why— a fertilized , 
destined to separate and develop into two different enibr ^ 
falls to do so fully. The result is a conjoinment—i n this ^° S * 


mea ro scpmcut 

ro do so fully. The result is a conjoinment—j n this ^ ^ 
from the breastbone down through the pelvic area. It j s j n , ease 
a miracle that they were bom alive. Twins with a conjun • 
of such complexity are, in most cases, stillborn. ,0n 

dan. How many twins of this kind have actually surv 

through birth? Vlv ed 

r>R THAKKAR. There are, I think, seven recorded cases in m 
literature, but.. . ed >cal 

dan. And how many are still alive? 

10a " S ° far ’ °" C tWi " hasalwa >' sd ‘^ by the 

Wh3t 15 yOUr ° pinion on rhe Pate l twin,? Will 

tHere " S ° mCth ' n S even -ore remarkable 

dan. And what is that? 

f~7erSr; n o :l rW,nS - yOUr S '“ —-developmg 
almost mvanabK Z'V" 7*™'’ the same W 
different fertilized eggs. ^ * *** tW ° Wefe obviou ^Y from 
dan. So? 

rcm sexes - very rare - 

brilliant writer rea ^ s * Now I know I’ll be a really 

Spot fades out on £)? tu^ll 

opening of Brahms' hirst Con ^ *** ^ ^ eXpl ° siV * 
The street area is U t r ° nCert °' 
meeting someone and * 1 * enters tPe street - She mimes 

a while, she slowly lift^t!*?’ startm S a conversation. After 
artificial limb. She l S , e e % °fber trousers to reveal her 
U S s in an ugly way. Then she says 
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Tara 

goodbye and enters the living room as the lights cross¬ 
fade. 

Chandan is lying on his back on the floor, listening to the 
music and conducting an imaginary orchestra in the 

heavens. 

taka- Oh, I hate those girls! 

CHANDAN ( waving his hands to the music). What? Made friends 
already? 

tara. You must be joking. (Listens to the music.) Oh! I love this 
part. 

CHANDAN. How was physio? 

tara. Nice doctor. Rotten nurse. Not like Bangalore. 
chandan (jovially). Doctors. Nurses. A painful necessity in our 
lives. (Referring to the music.) Now comes the best part. 
tara. Mind you, some of the doctors aren’t so painful to look 
at. This one’s called Dr Gokhale. He’s handsome in a ‘ghati’ 
sort of way. I love Maharashtrians! 

chandan. In London you swore you were going to marry that 
Irish doctor, whats-his-name. And we were only twelve then. 
tara. That was London. This is Bombay. One learns to love the 
natives. I know. 

chandan. How can you know' at twelve? How can you know at 
sixteen? 

tara. We women mature fast. Speaking of maturity, you better 
not skip anv physiotherapy sessions. Daddy wants you to be 
big and sturdy. He will find out from the hospital and ... This 
music is so ... I don’t know. 
chandan. It has passion. 

tara. Yes. Beethoven must have been a passionate man. 
chandan. Brahms. 
tara. Yes, and . . . what? 

chandan. Brahms. Not Beethoven. Brahms’ First Concerto. 
tara. Are you sure? 
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ousd.as. Of course. His very first. 

Tara. Stop it. Turn it off. I thought that was Beethov er 
CHANDAn (stops the music). You’ve heard this so ofi e ° 

TARA Rnf I a/wave thnnohr it woe R^o.L _ 




iNDAN (5^0^75 TnliSlC}. IOU VC flC3r(J tills SO of 

iW. Yes. Bur I a/ways thought it was Beethoven 
chandan. Well , they do sound similar. But h 
unmistakably Brahms. It has his quality r of high ^ ° ne is 
romance of youth bursting forth in the world wi>K and 

A spring-like freshness ... h al1 ,ts c| ajnis 

TARA. Do me a favour. When you become a writ. 

from poetry. nter > stay aw 

chandan. It’s written on the record cover. 

iara. You mean you can feel a/I that in the music> 

CHANDA* .. US,C ‘ 


• * don’t 


an nidi m trie mueir 

sr (thmh about ,t] - We "’ his music so 

They both laugh. 
tara. Where’s mummy? 
chanda.v. I„ ,he kitchen, where e lse> Cl. 

W to make your favourite dishes h ° W ' nS the "« cook 

different! * ' g ° ,n8 t0 l,ke Bombay. I r ’ s a |/ so neu , an<) 

rr^ b - h -^re. 

mra. When? Oh vm. m 

you mean .. 

CiiANDAN. Ye s . Tho 

s o funny* Ur £ er , v was done here (T/iri i 

Tara J- nere - ( giggles,) What’s 

You could tk 

22 ■ f»*» * —*■ « w « 

Ca "H Ja ' Va! 

doodhwalU. are '« Bombay V 
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Tara 

CHANDAN. Tara, stop saying such things. 

TARA (s/tfps ** rd probably have a ball, that’s what 

I would do. Having both mummy and daddy dancing around 
me. ‘Yes, Tara!’ ‘No, Tara!’ ‘Anything you say, Tara!’ 

Chandan. They do that now. 

TAM- Well, mummy, yes. It’s all right. 1 can take it. I’m a big girl 
now. 

chandan. No, it’s not all right. You can’t take it, you’re still a 
little girl with a wild imagination. 

tara. Women have an instinct for these things. 

chandan. Women, not girls. 

tara. It’s innate! We are born with it! 

chandan .(easing off). Okay, okay! I leave you with your instincts 
The world of Brahms awaits me. 

He learn over and plays it softly. They both listen to the 

Tme Pause. ' ,S effM “ flayed softly th,s 

a friend with them. 

th. I,,, i , . t ot' i ney w ere all running across 

me, making ineTTl'^ fo °. ,paI . h towards them - Embarrassing 
'he grinned « T ^ WOU,d When 1 -ached them! 

I knew wh!f N whispered something to her ugly friend 

I smiled H d W3S °? m ' n8 ' Mlght as wel1 Play along, I thought 
In®J e ma T, mr °t Ced We -Ranged names. Nairn! 

Then I 7?' 1 ^. other 1 one > ust "«ered. I smile to her as well, 
eyes She ? d “ “ 7 em ’ The ducklln B couldn’t believe her 
well as S j ar ] C u 3t m / ^ lt anc * knocked on * f - Silly as 

get rh 8 y ’ thou B ht - ‘The v ery best from Jaipur,’ I said. <We 
cm m pairs. My twin brother wears the other one.’ 
chandan (laughs). You didn’t. 



K Sh, \„ 

rw TTict they ran off. Pleased w,th themselves, l a N 

harder. Their day was made. One of these days I’„, 
then, exactly how frightful they look. "g t 0 ^ 

chandan. Maybe they already know. 
tara. Still, it would be nice to see their reaction. 
music real loud. Beethoven was never as good as this’ P * y ll * 
Chandan turns up the volume. 

With the next phrase of music, Roopa is seen at 
as she hesitantly walks towards the Patels ’ house Sl & 
and stands near the door ; not knowing what to do 
Chandan notices her first. He stops the music 
tara. Why did you do that? I was just enjoying 
CHANDAN. Hello. 

TARA (turns around). Oh, hello. 
roopa. Hello. 

Won’t you come in? We were just talking about you 

.°h, real,y?WeVe on, y just met! 

admiring my leg. S ^ te,, '" e Chandu af, °ut how you were 

m,nA 

know. h " S ' USt that ’ ’ 1 bought you might feel . . . you 


, TMA - H urt? Embarrassed) M 

runs ,n r ^ e family_i 1 ?! L at a ^- You can say it sort of 

Chandu proudlv d, ^ an du—show her yours. 

5 When? believe it. Both of you! 1 


Room 
How? When? 


you! I don’t get it- 


URA - Wed °n’tgeti, eith 

Didn't | te jj n We didn’t get your name. 

/a chan f e ■ You know, th 0 , Na, ' ni and Ptema didn’t give me 
l l 1 W .° u d sta T aw ay’f rom Se I * 0 ,ove to gas about. If I were 
hack and all that. R ea | ^ the ")- They’ll talk behind your 
es - They’ll think of all kinds of 
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Tara 

names to call you. That Bugs Bunny and that drumstick. Some 

people are like that. You know. 

tara. Yes. I know. I still haven’t got your name. 

roopa. Oh—oh. I m Roopa. Hi, you’re Tara, I know and . . . 

This is Chandan. 
chandan. Hi. 

roopa. Hi. And you re twins? Funny, you don’t resemble each 
other. 

chandan. Not all twins are peas in pods. 
roopa (not understanding). Huh? 

chandan. Two peas in a pod. That’s something we aren’t. 
roopa. Uh, yes. Yes. Very funny. 

CHANDAN. Is it? I didn’t think so. 

ROOPA. You know—two peas in a pot. Isn’t that funny? 

TARA ( observes she hasn't understood). Oh, yes, of course. 
(Xudges Chandan.) Very funny. Two peas in a ( distinctly ) pot. 
chandan ( catching on). Yes. Very funny. 

Roopa and Chandan laugh. 
tara ( laughs as well). Hysterical. 

Tara and Chandan burst into genuine laughter. Roopa 
realizes that things aren’t quite as lucid as they seem. She 
stops laughing. 

Roopa. Well, I didn’t think it was that funny. 
chandan (controlling his laughter). Excuse me. (Gets up.) I think 
must write something down. 

He moves towards his room. He can’t control himself any 
longer and bursts out laughing. He exits muttering Two 

peas in a pot!’ 

Roopa (visibly annoyed ). Well! 

1 ' r a. Oh, don’t mind. It’s just some silly family joke. 

Ro °pa. Very silly, if you ask me. 

ar a. Yes. Yes. So tell me about yourself. Which standard are 
in? 
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T* L , Mah ^b 0 

I've finished my ninth. And you? 

vara. We've just completed our tenth. The results a ren . 

_. _fenm 5 * ti 


°ut 


„RA. We've just compl 

roopa. Where are you from? 

TARA. Bangalore. 

roopa. Oh really? We’re Kannadigas too. My m , 

Bangalore. 
taw. Which part? 

roopa (tf to crushed). Well, Tumkur really But I 
here. Was b** 

TARA. My mother is from Bangalore. My dad s Gujara 
roopa. Oh, an inter-caste marriage! Was it a In ' 

Tell. Tell. e mar hag e ? 

T.ARA. Yes. My father had to leave his parents be 
marriage, if you really want to know. C3Use rf * 

roopa. No? i didn’t mean to be nosy or anything* Bnr H . 
now. ur d °n t stop 

tara. There’s nothing much to tell. Mv eran 
fathei; was a very influential person But mv dadTn^T* 
any help from him. Today mv dad is the ' d f dldn ' ,al ' 
Indo-Swede Pharmacia rUZ u g mana B erof 
in the country. Heard of it? pharmaceutlcal company 

ROOfA^Yes. I bve their cough syrup! 

herein Bombay S S ° you ’ re £° ,n g to do your plus two 

1XJU. Yes. B ut Arent you going to live here? 

*oopa. Oh, how sadin° n ** 8 °" lg 10 for sur g er )’- 

rARa 'No.Akid„ ey . n ’f° Ur,e8 ' 

R °OfA. Gosh’ y nsp,ant - 

TAU - We ^ewi twasit . 

ln B to happen. I was prepared. 


^ X[|d y 0 ur brother? Will he also . .. ? 
g oO pA ^ ^ pj e * s fj ne Thank God for that. 


tarA ' * n v you need someone to—you know—give you 

v -,vipa. t Jon 7 


A donor. Yes. I’ve got< 


rOOP* 

kidney- 

r.ARA- A - 

roopa. Your brother? 

tara- No. 
roopa. Your dad? 
xara. No. 

roopa. Then your . . . ? 

BHARATI (enters). Tara, I hope you’ll like Chinese for dinner. Ida 
says chow mein is her speciality. Oh, how I miss Gopi. Maybe 
I should call Vadivu Akka and ask her to send him after all. 
Hello —I see you’ve made friends already. 
roopa (grins and speaks in her best Kannada). Hello, aunty. 
Heg iddira? 

bharati. Oh, we have a Kannadiga for a neighbour in Bombay. 
How refreshing! Specially since we had all those Gujarati 
neighbours in Bangalore. 

roopa. Oh, we have them here too. 

Pause, while Bharati beams and observes Roopa. 
bharati. Sit down—er . . . 
tara. Roopa. 

bharati. Roopa. (Pause.) I—I mustn’t interrupt you two from ... 
Tara, what’s Chandan up to? 

TARA -1 think he’s writing. 

bharati. That boy! Let me see if he needs anything. (Exits to 
C bandan’s room.) 

r oopa. I think 1 better get going. 

■•ara. Well, I’ll see you later. If you need my old notes or 
e *tbooks or anything, just ask. 

R*ght. And remember to stay away from that Prema and 
a ini. They will be nasty to you. 







20 




TARA 

roopa 


% 


That's okay. I can handle them. 

A . That's what you think. Besides, they are not 
standard, you know. Their English isn’t that good. °Kr 

understand your jokes like peas in pots and all that. Cy w 0n’ t 
tara (smiling). Well, we’ll teach them. 
roopa. You will be wasting your time on them. The 
know, (crinkles her nose in disgust) wandh tarah. ' 3re> 
tara. One tarah? 

roopa. Odd types. Don’t you know Kannada? 

tara (understanding). Oh! Wandu tarah! (Meaning // 

I know what you mean. ^ Yes, 

roopa. Well forewarned is forehanded. So. Take care 

bharati (enters). Tara! You haven’t finished unpacking ru * 
suitcase is srill lying there. 8 ’ Jlle & r <*n 

tailk. It’s got all my old things. I don’t. . . 
bharati. Do it now! 

Tara moves to her room. 

,T, , 2 " “ b M d ’« <** »>•«, Roopa. C,« 

roopa. Bye! 

T BCTaZto^r aWkWardn,0mem ° fs,lenCe hetWem 

Roopa. Well, bartheeni, aunty. 

;;^%fo rawhi , PlMse . 
warati. sit i:: m te having a ,ot °< w do. 

\mZn]Z!Z!T d,nanncr) - No - h ' s okay - 

* HA * A71 - Tara is a verv „ * ' 1 Y ° U Say so • (**.) 

ftSXfv , 

bharati. Good. r m gj a( j y 0u extre mely nice girl. 
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Tar^ 

PA (nervously)- Yes. 

^°° T i Anc j you will be her friend? 

* KARAT y es yes! Certainly. Such a nice girl. 
rC)0PA * <^ e . she must make more friends. Chandan is all 

BH vT^Ihe has his writing, but she . . . He is different, he is sort 
lf-contained, but Tara ... She can be very good company 
° dshe has her talents. She can be very witty and of course she 
^intelligent. ! have seen to it that she . . . more than makes up 
income ways for what she . . . doesn’t have. 

' (nods violently). Oh, yes! That she does. 


bharati. You will be her friend? 

roopa ( hesitantly ). Well, yes. If you say so. 

bharati. You will be her best friend? 

roopa (now playing hard to get). Well, 1 don’t know'. Nalini and 


Prema are my best friends. 

bharati. If you promise to be her best friend—what I mean is if 
you would like to be her friend—I will be most grateful to you 
and I will show it ... in whatever way you want me to. 


roopa. I don’t think I. . . understand. 
Pause. 


bharati (suddenly). Do you have a VCR at home? 
roopa (puzzled). Yes? 

bharati ( disappointed ). Oh. And you see a lot of films? 

Roopa. Not a lot. My mother only allows me to watch a movie 
on Sunday afternoons. 

bharati. So— there must be a lot of films you are dying to see. 
Roopa. Yes. Plenty. 

bharati. You can see them here, any time you want to. No 
restrictions. 


Roopa (guardedly). 1 don’t know what my mother would say. 
bharati. How will she know? 

r °opa (thinks about it, then). Can I watch Fatal Attraction ? 
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“ rJesh batt 

, lW v [sharply]' You can watch whatever y ou ^ 
subdued. ) Just be my Tara s friend. M< 



ueu.ij”* . 

room. Yes. May I go now? 
jHAfwn. Yes. First promise me that you will be her f rien . 
roopa. I don’t know. Can I think about it? 
bharati ( hissmg). Promise me now! 

Look. I—I will come back later. Okay? 

. /__\ _ t > 




ROOPA, 


rA. LAJVA. I-1 WUI oovr idltl. W K <1 y ' 

bharati ( recovering ). Yes. Of course. I’m sorry I did n ’ 

. force anything on you. n r ^an 


OTLW1J v i 

to ... force anything on you. --«*« 

roopa (backing towards the door). It’s okay. I understa a 

again. nd - * will 


come again. 

bharati. Yes. Please! Do come! 
roopa. I will. Bye. 

£sr£zi z: rm Sm - -» 

Ok, m, God, Guce .hj,, I Wknr id k„ G '“‘l 

I met everyone there She is a rM i c . °“ se ’ X Kl S ht ‘"side! 

■* you see Smother" O G^, but 

really.. . wandh , ' h God. I can t tell you— she is 

Spot off TtZ ? 1,1 " eVer 8° the - again. 

Dr Thakkar who is still* *7 BharatL Cross-fade to 
DR thakkar. Th e m 1 ^ of bis interview. 

survival. TTiey were^understand 6 ^ arned of the °dds against 
beginning. But, soon even tU 3 ^ ^ tota ^Y disheartened in the 
received with hope once th * remotest chance for survival was 
offered by modern techno? We ? madc awarc °f the facilities 
resident doctors at the !£*** ,lad a conference with the 
competent team of doctor/? ° Sp,ta ^ A very efficient and 
r 3 )s, scan results from thf u W3S s ^ 0Wn the rest reports, 
™* ny points to be reconfirmed 3n f a * 0re hospital. There were 
necessary before any decision!^ funher observations were 
tw.ns were flow„ “ gj ^gery cou|d be taken . T he 

an galore and were moved 
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^ . Iv to the intensive care unit for observation and tests, 

jint I, edi atC o Q f exhaustive work: The results were 

H was tW ° tw j ns did not share any vital organ. There 

g arts c j ear jy indicated by two electrocardiograms. 
* erC ?vere two livers, although joined. Each twin would have 

^ Cf kidney_-all this meant that there was a very strong 

0116 bility of both twins surviving. What we needed to know 
P° s ^ was the pelvic region and the extent of conjoinment 

thC Lights cross-fade to Patel on the phone. Bharatt is tense 
and listens to him intently. 

PArEL. Yes, Dr Kapoor. I am happy to hear that... Indeed she is 
a very lucky girl . . . Yes. As soon as possible. Well, after what 
she has been through so far . . . Anyway, she will be glad she 
won’t have ro go for her dialysis after the surgery. Don’t worry, 
doctor, she is a very high-spirited girl. Knowing her, she will 
probably joke about it. And her brother gives her enough moral 
support. Yes, I will call you tomorrow. Thank you, doctor. Thank 
you. (Hangs up.) 

bharati (excitedly). So? Everything is all right? We are 
compatible? I think God wanted it this way .. . 
patel (quietly). Bharati. You cannot give her your kidney. 
bharati. But just now—on the phone-—you were making 
preparations. 

patel. Tara is very lucky. She has found another donor. 
bharati. a commercial donor? 
patel. Yes. 

bharati. Why? What is wrong if . . . Why can’t she have mine? 
patfl. You can’t, that’s all. 

bharati. You won’t let me! I am going to call Dr Kapoor right 
awa y and tell him to make the . .. 
patfl. It’s no use, Bharati. 

bharati. You can’t stop me from doing what I want! (Dialing.) 
6438 ... 
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M m. pur down that phone! 

MAU n How dare you run my life! 

nm. Oh, for God’s sake! You are getting out of hand! 

BHAR.AT 1 . Oh, God! What's his number? 64 . . . 

patel Bharati , calm down. 

bharatt. His number! ( Hysterically •) Give me his ph 0 „ 

patel. I will nor. nurn ^r; 


bharatt. Very well. I will look it up in the . 
path. You don’t even know his full name. 
bharati. I—lean call... 

PATH. Who? Bharati, stop pretending. You are in , 
to be taking major decisions. """o edition 

bharati [quietens doum). Give me his number. 

PATH. I can give you his number. But I will nnr Ur 
your kidney to her. n °t let you donate 

bharati (crymg). The tests showed that I conM A • 
there is nothing wrong in it. d d ° There • • • 

ST “"°* N ~ *» «l»v. . donor, , „„ 

zzs:*--*** 

w ; ea, th has always b^vo,,"" b ° t ! lered > oll? Your father’s 
about expenses to me; ' F stren g rh against me. Don’t talk 
bhaaati ( pleadingly) w hv , 

PATEL ( controlling ). 3 ^ ' ° n f you * cr ™e do it? 
nor want y OU to have Ik!"* " eed 1 tel1 >' ou? Because I do 
BH/uwn. / will do j t! Mt,sfact| on of doing it. 

PATIL Y ou will have, 00h 

bharah. / want to g)ve her y me ' I( ’ s my turn now. 

FATU ^herrouohu * P3rt of me! 

bhar^T f ° r 3 d0Ct0r t0 exam l,Sten! You need hel P- rm going 
ZZ™ 113m fine, f don't ^ e y ° u ^'roughly 

« d • • • - a doctor. My blood pressure is 


Tara 

pA tfl. i mean a psychiatrist. 

M.ARATI-1 don’t need one! 
pvtel. It can’t do you any harm. 

bharati. I tell you I don’t need one! You . . . you are wasting 
vour time. Think about Tara and Chandan. 
path- I am thinking about them. That’s why I need to make you 
more stable. 

bharati (calms down). Look, don’t worry about me. I am 
perfectly all right. 

patel. I cannot handle your moods any longer. Have you looked 
at yourself recently? Look at the way you behave, the way you 
react to . . . 

bharati. I promise to control myself in future. Just 
patel. I know you want to, but can you? 
bharati. Just . . . just let me do what I want to. 
patel. Anything but allow you to . . . 

bharati. Who are you to stop me? Just who do you think you 
are? 7 

patel. Sit down, Bharati. 

bharati. This is no way to treat me. 

patel ( pushes her down). Sit down. Now listen. I am going to 
' X a PP oim nient for you and you are going to see that doctor. 
bharati. I don’t want to. 1 don’t need to! 

PA 1 T.L. You will. I demand it from you. 

bharati. All right! You want me to be all right? Yes, 1 will do it. 
sth . Good. I will call him right now. 
bharati. I will tell her. 

Patel stops. 

* W| ^ te H them everything. 

Patel goes to her and slaps her. The moment she recovers, 
ooarati looks at him with some triumph. 

yeti' Y ° U WOuidnt dare tel1 them- Not you. Please, don’t! Not 





^ (« n.e do what I want to do. % 

“Tl^aud). « nnot tell them. For their sak 
To t her sudden^ with determination.) If at a|| , h > <V t! 
^ ow l[ will be from me. Not from you. V 

Cross-fade to Dan who is busy typing. He stop s a/1(J 

out hts last line. rea d s 

das . ‘I/at all they must know, ir will be from me. ,\ ot , 
you.’ r<)fn 

Dan continues to type as the lights cross-fade to th 
room. Roopa , Tara and Chandan are watch in v a ° Wln % 
Bharati is knitting. As the movie ends. S m ° Vl e. 

roopa. Oh, that was wonderful! Wasn’t it? I | ov ~ 
endings. e SUr Prise 

chandan. Ir was very predictable. 

TARA. I didn’t think so. I feel sorry’ for that woman. 

ROOM. What a nice title! The Mirror Cracked. Very dram,, 
tara. Imagine not being able to have children k 

■ ™' 

SUloC The ° UrSC haS COme u P° n me! Cried the Lady of 
ab,c t0 ^ the world,° f SI,a,lot - Locked up. Not being 

tapestry or something. ^ ust sitr,n g and weaving a 

TARA. The mirror crack, i aWng 3 cracfced mirror. 

— B-ttlkC later ' 

MARaTi - Wore coffee £? ^ ‘ UCk and a » that 

^%T1 S “ p ** w) . 

"L somethi ng ' 1,0 Randan.) Your mother’s 

Bharat 'exits to th , ,. 

«Mndan. Ida mak es it ^ 


UMNDa N-Ida make, ir hen - 
Roopa. Really? But „ c 

f lcnow~c 0 n c ^Hpic a | Southie fl _ 


lavour. I think it’ 5 
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Tara 

hA sdaN. Concoction? 

^ RJV she means decoction. 

TA ^ v Decoction— yes, of course! How silly of me. A concoction 
R something you have when you get hit on the head. Anyway, 
J’m gk 1 ^ I can have co ^ ee h ere - My mother only gives me milk. 

j ar a.) You would have had plenty of milk being a Patel and 
all that. ( Laughs as if she has made a joke.) 
tara (to Chandan). Did you get that? 

CHANDAN. No. Did she? 

roopa. You mean you don’t know about Patels? 
tara. Don’t know what? 
roopa. Oh, so you don’t know! 

chandan. Unless you tell us what it is, how will we know whether 
we know? 

roopa. It’s probably not true. It’s just an old saying. Prema told 
me when she came to know you were Patels. It’s about milk. 

Bharati enters. 
tara. What is? 

roopa. They drown them in milk. 

bharati (tense). Are you sure you wouldn’t like another cup of 
coffee? 

roopa (in Kannada). Beda, aunty, thanks. 
tara. They drown what in milk? 

bharati. Well then, don’t you think it’s time you went home? 
Your mother might be worried. 

Roopa. Oh, I don’t think she will be. 

bharati. She might be concerned about how much video you 
are watching here. 

Roopa (understanding). Oh. Yes, I didn't think of that. Well, I’d 

better go home then. 

tara. I’ll come out with you. 

They both move to the door. 

Roopa (to Bharati). Well. Thanks for the coffee, aunty, and the 
movies. 





mRA11 (haded). Don't mention it! 
nootA- Bye, Chandan. Let me read your story some ^ 

Pm in it. e, Nt 

chand.an. Don’t worry. You are. 

Tara and Roopa go out to the street. Bharati 
on the sofa. nis 

bharati. Chandan, what's your story about? 

GHAMDAN. It’s called ‘The Ogier Next Door’ 
bharati. Jr’s... its not about anything else? 
chandan. Like what? 

TARA. Well, Roopa, what’s all this about drowniW 1 1, 

SOOM. Oh-nothing. I don’t think I will tell vo , ^ ln 
TARA. Well-all right. y °"’ 

*oom. Aren’t you dying to know? 

SWm * w ' s ^ )' our father would pav mnr, 
auNDAN - He does. He doesn’t like r g a «ention to Tara. 
8 HAHAT7. Don’t tell me a k * Sh ° W hls Action 

r " ” re ° f '»«™. a. „ 

T ^-Rubbish! y ou . 

, e ^-ft’s titne-r^ .^'o fell me . 

®*ve to do th*r . dec,( fed wfiif cl 
ci <anda\ She S We ^ 'hese davs Sh ' C " ants t0 ^ ,e - Women 
^Cul C ? d ° Caterer ’ mUSt ^ a -reer. 
bharati. Yes. B , m ° ney> isn’t it? Hants - Grandfathcr's trust 

n g you haven't fully 


Tara 

I beg your pardon! Don’t think you are very smart. 
-Tody in comparison. 

TA . rati. It’S all right while she is young. It’s all very cute and 
pH * f or tabIe when she makes witty remarks. But let her grow 
C p Yes, Chandan. 1 he world will tolerate you. The world will 
accept you— but not her! Oh, the pain she is going to feel when 
s he sees herself at eighteen or twenty. Thirty is unthinkable. 
\ n d what about forty and fifty! Oh God! 
chandan. Mummy, Tara is my sister. Everything will be fine. 
roopa. Since you insist, I will tell you. It may not be true. But 
this is what I have heard. The Patels in the old days were unhappy 
with getting girl babies—you know dowry and things like that— 
so they used to drown them in milk. 

Pause. 


tara. In milk? 

roopa. So when people asked about how the baby died, they 
could say that she choked while drinking her milk. 

Pause. 


tara (laughs suddenly). How absurd! 
roopa {laughing). Silly, isn’t it? 
tara (laughing). Absolutely hilarious. 
roopa. What a waste of milk! 

tara. Is that what mummy was trying to stop you from telling 


HARAri. Your father has a lot of plans for you. 
chandan. I have a lot of plans for me. 
sharati. And Tara? 

STew!!| alWayS be there if She " eeds my help - But 1 don ' r 
“Harm i. She will. She doesn’t know it but she will. 

CHANdan - Do you have plans for her? 

love J * ?^ an ^° r ^ er happiness. I mean to give her all the 
Low* n a ” ect ‘ on which I can give. It’s what she ... deserves. 
e can make up for a lot. 
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Wah { 


1e sb i 


tara. Mummy is so cute — somerimes. Uq \ 

roopa (disagreeing). Yes. 

tara. When we were young, I used to be quite a 
roopa. What with all your problems. S,c ^ chi^ 

tara. And it was always I who got her attention 
roopa. That must have made Chandan quite j e / ^ Care - 
tara. A little bit, 1 suppose. But he has always 1 ° US ‘ 
has never really asked for much. He is so hann • s ° •. u 
I have always demanded more and more. PPX W,th s o 1,'^ 
roopa. It pays sometimes to be the sickly one 
TAM. I redly used to p/ay hard to get. Sulking all rh . 
when I smiled, it made everyone Quite T rhe tlr ne 

eyes really twinkled when I smiled. ' Mumn >y said J 

roopa (nor happy at hearing such a ( , 

Tara— that’s really cute. And what ah,, St0ry) ‘ Twinkle 
spoil you /ust as much? b your fa ther? Did h e 

(after a while). I don’t remember, 
f 1 1 5 ^ ^ «oop a . 

BHAJUn. Yes 1 at 3 SWeater y0U are knitting for Tara’ 
^-JouVe dropped a stitcJj . 

rAJU ^‘^^omhome.' R °° Pa has Z° ne - Ta ™ talks 
"“*• fc «» watching ,ht 

aam.A„a yo „ 

’S' ra doing. °» the «. Von cart „„ what 

t hey enter. Both Bh a 

the knitting. OiandaTie^ Cf,andan are busy unravelling 
’arati is a bit nio re f ran ^ n ^ to keep the wool in order- 


s to 


W a 

* , HcH°* 

rA vpaN- Hi » daddy * 

tHAN What are you two doing? 

fA , aspaN- Mummy s knitting and I’m helping her sort out her 

niistake. 

pAltL .UtTara do it. 
chandan. It’s okay. 
pattx. Give it to her. 
chandan. Why? 

bharati. It’s all right, I’ll manage. Leave it. 
chandan. I will just roll all this and .. . 
patel. Chandan, leave that damn thing alone! 
bharati (frantically). Go! Chandan, just go! 
patel (to Bharati). How dare you do this to him? 

CHANDAN. Wait a minute, daddy, she never asked me to do any... 
patel. Can’t you even look after the children? 
chandan. Look, daddy, it’s . . . 

patel. What did you do the whole day, huh? Watch video? 
bharati. I can’t think of things for them to do all the time! 

Z; o Zr Ca " think ° f turnins him into a s ' ss y—teaching 

chandan. Daddy, that’s unfair. 

bharati. Chandan, please go to your room! 

^handan. All I m doing is helping mummy to ... 

1 cr m d,sa PP° mted in you. From now on you are coming 
0 office with me. I can’t see you rotting at home! 
randan. I don’t want to go to the office! 

Sf arts ^° U come w i f ^ me to r h e office until your college 

w ith() )AN V ^° n 1 Want to £° to c °ii e g e! (Fighting his tears.) Not 
bat Ut 3raI ^ S ^ C * S * n ^ or sur g er y> I’ll miss a year too. 
F| • You will not. I won’t allow it. 
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chandan. I will not go to college without Tara! 

PATEL. That would make me very unhappy. 
chandan (shouting). Well, that’s too bad! (Backs to hi 
That's just too bad! (Exits. ) ts r °o», 

bharati. Say it! Go on, say it—that it’s all my fault! Th 
turning the children against you. at 

Tara stands back, frightened. 
patel. You are turning them against the whole world 
BHARATI. I am doing that? 

PATEL. Yes! Look at the way you treat Tara. As if she is 
glass. You coddle her, you pet her, you spoil her. She's pro ° f 
feeling she doesn’t need anyone but you! * n U P 

bharati. What d’you want me to do? Just tell me in plain s i m „i 
words what you want me to do and I’ll do it! pe 

patel. Let go. Just let go. And let me handle them. 
bharati. All right. You stay at home then! You stay at home and 
y T I 0 . a " d What thc y can ’'- You remind them 
Tnd voi T “"d b£ ' V easy for VOU to ta,k al, °ut their future 
dav thi^ho anS , Bu ^ teH them "hat they should do now. This 
day, this hour, thts nunute. Tell them! I want to hear! 

for his hSetstXs '" 8 C ° SWdy fUrther and he W1 " abTOad 

bharati. And Tara? 

her? ^ Ve <V0U CVer a ^°vved nie to make any plans for 

patel. Don™ hc^BhalrifY^ 0 "! m ? king P ,ans for my daughrer> 
it. You have told J‘ a d ° nt want me ro ’ and > ou kn0 " 
bharati Th*,' ^ a dozen times. 

bharati . j hat s not true! 

patel. You have to face .r v 

only one who loves her! ^ W3IU * ler t0 ^ e ^' cve you are 

bharati. Why? Why Wo ‘ lU . 

patex (quietly). You don’t w Wan ' that? 

threaten me that you w.ll " 1e to sa y "■ do y ou? And y °! 

You don’t know what voi * tbem ’ But you won t - You c3 " 
want. 


lust leave me alone with my daughter. 

B HA* Arl ^ at what yQU want ? To love her. You said your love 
' A Jhnake up for a lot, didn’t you? 

' V1 i Ask her! Ask her what she wants and give it to her! 

B1 You know she loves you. You’re sure of that. Don’t make 
[^choose between us, for God’s sake! You’re ruining her life 
because you are sick. I want to help you, Bharati, please allow 
me to help you. 

bharati. I don’t need your help. 

patel. Look at you. Do you ever go out? No. Have you made 
any friends? We’ve been here for two months and you haven’t 
even talked to anyone. You just sit here rotting. 
bharati. I don’t need anyone! 

patel. Exactly! That’s what I want from you. Don’t make my 
children say that. 

bharati. I’m not doing that! I’ve always made sure that Tara 
has had friends. I go out of my way to . . . Why that Roopa ... 
she . . . she . . . What you’re saying just isn’t true! You—you 
can t lie about me like that in front of my children. Now that 
they are at an impressionable age and might take your words 
very seriously. 


patel. Oh! How deviously clever you are! I’m the liar and I’m 
the one who is feeding them with lies when they’re at an 
impressionable age? I am the violent one and you are the ‘victim* 

0 my wra th. You don’t go out because I don’t let you. Go on, 
say it. 


bharati. Stop it! Stop this madness and let me live in peace! 
patel. How can I? Not now, when you are turning my own 
children against me. 

bharati. You said it! (Laughs.) I knew you would say it! Say it 
&ain. I don t care—after all these lies you’ve said about me! 
baill. Yes, call me a liar, a wife-beater, a child abuser. It’s what 
, Want me to be! And you. You want them to believe you 
OVe ^em very much. 
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bharati. Yes! 



Mahesh £> 


1labs Tara). Look at her, Bharati. And tell her th . 


(ovr her very much. 

b^kati. Tara knows it. Leave her alone! 
tara. Daddy . • • 

.. Tara, please believe me when I say that I l OVe Vo , 

i t i __.‘n ^11 rr>v 7 Iifp Int/Arl I . * ^ 


y% 


PAm. jara, picn^ w- / i , OVe 

much and I have never in all my life loved you less or mo “ ^ 
I have loved your brother. But your mother ... tha n 

bharati (hysterically). Stop it! Don’t fill her with nonsense ab<j 

me. 

PATEL. But your mother would like you to believe that it’ 
true. I love you. (Looks at Bharati.) We both do. 
tara. I never doubted it, daddy. I... I don’t feel too /c/ 
like a rag doll into Patel’s arms .) 1 Um ^ 5 

path. Oh God! Her insulin. No! Get the sugar! 
bharao I rooted to the spot). She is dying! My 1'ara is dying' 
Paul (shouts). Get the sugar! ( Bharati doesn’t move.) Didn’t 
you hear me? Get me some sugar before she . . . 

T ™‘f s he B f" have do it himself and carries Tara to 
c en. Bharati sits on the sofa and sobs. Spot on her. 

typewriteT ^ “ S ^ unwin< * s ll,e sl,eel on his 


Patel picksurwhe B L 3fat ' sobs ' Pate l brings in the revivedTara. 
with the exolo<iivA ^ ° ne an< * ^ ,a ^ s r ^ e hospital. The act ends 
opening of Brahms’ First Concerto.’ 


stret h u " 1-luns nrst Concerto. 

out on Bharati mSe ^ w ^^ e t ^ )e concerto plays. Slow fade 


ACT II 


Spot on Bharati and Tara. Music. There is a certain 
Beatitude in Bharati’s demonstration of affection for Tara. 
bhvrati Tara! My beautiful baby! You are my most beautiful 
baby! I love you very much. 

tara (enjoying this affection). Yes, mummy. I know that. 
bharati. 1 want you to remember that, Tara. 
tara. I will. 

bharati. Everything will be all right. Now that I am giving you 

a part of me. Everything will be all right. 

tara. Do you really want to do that, mummy? 

bharati. Very much. 

tara. Because you love me so much. 

bharati. Yes. That’s why. Don’t worry. You will be fine. After 

the operation, we will all be happy together. And I will make up 

for... for ... your father, and I will make up for all the things 

God hasn’t given you. 

tara. I have plenty. I have you. 

bharati. Yes. Thank you, Tara! Thank you. 

Bharati is overwhelmed and they embrace. Cross-fade to 
Dan, who is looking at a book. 

°an. I was looking through this old scrap book. A present daddy 
gave me just before I left. It’s got all our news cuttings. 
r fnakkar is in the headlines. Then there are interviews with 
rnom and dad. And worst of all a hideous photograph of us. 
e |°re and after. 1 don’t think the Elephant Man got so much 
Publicity . . . Two tiny smaller-than-life babies, hugging each 
e r. Only a closer look . . . Here’s the one I’m looking for. 
at el twins still twinkling. The Patel twins made medical history 




* Cshl M,„ 

, [0d3 y by being the longest survmng pa.r of Si amese S 

lira Pntel> who underwe "' her SeVCnth P ros thesi s and *°* 
a*nsph nt in the same month, was smiling a „ d jo “ * % 
hours of a complex surgery. Surgery for us is | ike b ' a '>< 
teeth,” joke the twins. Tara Patel, whose recovery Wa "^r 
less than a miracle, states that her source of strength n ° l S 
mother, and of course, her brother and father. Mrs Bh ar ^ as tar 
however, was too indisposed to give an interview. A ^ 
Mr Patel explained that this has been a trying time f Q S / rau ^t 
in spire of the brave facade put up by her, Tara has fa^ ^ Foi » 
complications to be completely out of danger. How f ^ man >' 
to survive has proved to work more miracles thanTh^’ ^ W,il 
of science’... etc., etc. (Thinks about it.) Poor T* r, c ° greatest 
gave her a raw deal. lara - Even nature 

Cross-fade to Dr Thakkar. 

drthakkar. Complicstions were expected. Our te am of rW, 
were aware of that. The pelvic region, as I had mentioned bT" 
was a problem. There was only one bladder and it belonged to 

one madefor the' oT' ^ W ° U ' d haVe to have an artificial 
fashion one from h ^ 3ter on ’ when she grows up, we can 
fully developed H er intest,na l tissues. And the boy’s lungs aren’t 
involved, this was C ° ns,denn 8 magnitude of the work 
was favourable to bothZ The pr0gnosis ’ on the who,e ’ 

Medical scienr .* ^ atUre had done a near-complete job. 

for her. Theoretically, * 

The lights com VeVnent °^ ra ^ ms ' birst Concerto starts, 
with Tara. The ^ Street as Patel slowl y walks m 

an d child is creat'd*^ s P ecm i bond between parent 

the music. As th 6 ^ t ^ e * r Movements, the lighting an 

li ghtand Chandan their llVin S room is flooded with 

They have modest T *°°^ a s P rtn S from behind the sofa- 
fv t>AN. Welcome b^ UqU€tS mh them ‘ The mUStC St ° PS 

" ,c °me back!^. 


37 


ft ra i jer the flowers. She accepts grandly. 

rhe> f 1 ou good people. (Imitates an Oscar winner.) First 
rA RA- Than \a like to thank my agent. And those wonderful 
0 { alh 1 ' N °mum and dad. And my wonderful brother (hugs 
people .^L.r whose glorious presence this operation would 

Hi been made. 

neV « (gleefully)' How true! How true! 

r0 ° :(urns to Roopa). And to my friend out there, Roopa. 
Wave's the bouquet.) I am winning this Oscar for you! 

' * careful! I have an allergy to your Oscar! 

roopa. As a special treat for you, I got Children of a Lesser 

God. I’ll g° 6« it. 

pAta oh, no, thanks. Video services have been terminated ... 
roopa and chandan (disappointed). Oh! 
patel. For the day. 

o,Mvn»w OK preaf! We'll watch somethine better 




like Twins. 

tara. Where’s mummy? Still after Ida, I suppose, making 
something special for us. 

patel (gives Tara her bag). Now take this to your room and 

wash up. You can chat with your friend later. 

tara. My, oh my! You sound just like mummy! (Goes towards 

her room.) You men can imitate us so well if you want to. Pity 

We can't return the compliment. (Exits.) 

patel. We’ll tell her after she settles down. 

Roopa. Oh! You mean she doesn’t know? 
chandan. We haven’t told her yet. 
r °opa. Surely she must have asked for her. 
chandan. It happened while she was undergoing surgery. 
y TEL * Roopa, I think it will be better if you left. Just for now. 
° u are most welcome to come back later. 

^ 0PA - Oh, sure! If she needs my company, just give me a shout. 

r s end her over, I’ll comfort her. 

^dan. Thanks. 



,esh 0, 
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noon- Bye. (To PW.) Bye bye, uncle. 
patel Bye. 

goopa exits. Street lights. She scoots toward 








°esn> 


^cn 


house. 

roopa. Pssr! Prema! Are you there? 
tara ( coming out). Oh, this is terrific. Mummy <j 0 
come to say hello. 
patel. Tara. 

Patel leads her to the sofa. She sits down. St) 

Their conversation and Taras reactions arc * °* ^ ertl - 
Roopa’s speech. mi >ned Qver 

roopa (as if to Prema). Yes. She is back. Can y ou b I 
They haven’t told her about her mother yet. Well the C 1CVe . it? 
her now. ’ ' are te ^ng 

Tara looks up at her father. A look of pam 

fte“ H£ r; r ?z ,hat 

nXd i3. Ithmk ShehaS flnal ' yg0ne com P'«ely loony. Start 
Patel comforts Tara. Chanda,, sits beside her. 
tarah. ° SUrpnse t0 me< * h ad r <dd you she was really wand 

little /nLo °°tl ^ 6S ° Ut ' s P ot on Tara lingers just a 

couldn’t afford to m.i, further ten days just for planning. We 
separate teams for h ^ m,sca ^ cu ^ at ^ ons - There would be 
joined together Whe^k tW * n ‘ ^ WO °P erat,on tables were to be 
be pushed apart and C SeparatIon was done, the tables would 
attention. eac ^ tw,n was to receive individual 

Cross-fade to the l 

depressed. Chandan^ T °° m ‘ ^ ara ls seated, looking vet) 
chandan. And then this ‘° cheer her up ‘ l„ 

she had worked with m a k ' te * ac *y at the physio tells me 1 
‘Mobility impaired?’I asked" <-! '^-impaired children befofj 
Cd - She Pointed to my leg and shrugg* 1 
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'' , jers. And you know what I said? (No response.) Come 

hef S ake a guess! ( Taps her.) Go on, guess. 

°"’ irritated). I don’t want to guess. 

TAR ndaN • said, ‘Well, I haven’t worked with brain cell impaired 
a opl c so p m sorry’, we cannot have a true cultural exchange. 1 

Laughs -) 

Tara remains silent. Chandan shrugs his shoulders. 
atel ( enters from the kitchen). Tara, what would you like for 
dinner? (No response.) Will Kanchipuram idlis do? (No 
response.) Tara! Ida is waiting. 
chandan. Knock, knock! 

tara ( suddenly acting cheerful). Right! Let’s get the act going. 
Come on, Chandu, let’s hear some more of your gags. I promise 
to laugh at all of them, even if I’ve heard them before. I promise 
to be cheerful all the time. I promise I will eat whatever Ida 
cooks for us, and I promise, I promise not to mention mummy 
at all. 

chandan. You don’t have to do anything you don’t want to do. 
tara (in tears). Very well. I don’t want to go to college. I don’t 
want to listen to your wisecracks. And I don’t want to eat dinner. 
All I want is to stay with mummy at the hospital. 
patel. No. 
tara. Why not? 

Pause. 

patel. 1 here will be no more discussion on that. Now, I do hope 
you plan to go to physiotherapy tomorrow. 
chandan. If she isn’t. I’m not going either. 

TARA * It doesn’t make any difference to me whether you go or 
not. 

chandan. Very well. ( Gets up and goes to her.) We will both 
sta > at home as usual. Watch video and turn into blobs of 
j mg- Or maybe the bodysnatchers will invade this house 
and get our bodies. 

ARa ‘ p bey won’t get much, will they? 

TtL [to Chandan). You filled up your forms? 





Mabesb O 
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°Toul"i "<*• nere ' S "° P T ^ my S ° lne ;° Col * e Be if 
drop out halfway through or stay away for day?,* 

knowing when... No! 

PA m. I understand. (Goes to Tara.) But we have a p rob , 
het*. Chandan refuses to join college without you. 
tara. Look, I’m not going to go to college for his sake. So te || 

him not to go to college for my sake. , 

chandan. Don't be ridiculous. I just don t feel like joining without 
you. I’m not doing anything for your sake. 

TARA. Oh, for God’s sake! 

patel. You two are old enough to sort this out amongst 
yourselves. I won’t interfere. But this is certain, Chandan has to 
join. I have plans for him. Your Praful uncle will help him get 
into a good university in England. I know he can get a scholarship 
on his own if he tries. But Praful will take care of the . .. special 
requirements for him. With a solid education you just can’t fail. 
Not to say that Chandan will have to work for a living. Your 
grandfather has left all his wealth to you. Since your mother 
was his only child, you and Tara inherit their home in Bangalore. 

chandrn. That huge house. It gave me the creeps, I remember. 

Mm. He left you a lot of money. 

chandan. And Tara? 

patel. Nothing. 

chandan. Why? 

ral^And aJK?A re H w C °"- d d ° Wa " ted W ‘ th 

p ause e we 8°ing to live there later on? 

lock it up. Or berter'srllfk^ y ° U ' Dont ever g° 'here- J ust 
his bedroom .) ’ Urn w ^ole place down! (Exits to 

chandan. Poor daddy. 
tara. Chandu. Why? 

chandan. He must have had sum 

me misunderstanding .. • 
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f** j mean> why don’t you join college? 

Without you? 

,. e ts up)- Goodnight. 

OtAi®^ \ g d you’re scared you’ll find out you can t do 
you re scaic • 

^ much on your own. 

^nh 2S hide behind your jokes all the time! Face it. 

TARA- * vvar j 

an ^(angrily ) . Well, I’m sorry. Not everyone has your 

strength. _ . j ppnnUwhn 


chandan. That’s not true . . . 

tara. Who do you know in this city? Except that silly Roopa? 
chandan. Who do you know? 

tara. 1 don’t. It’s all the same. You. Me. There’s no difference. 
chandan. No difference between you and me? 
tara. No! Why should there be? 

chandan. That’s the nicest thing you’ve ever said to me. 


tara. I’m scared as hell too! I wish I was back with our 
schoolmates. It took me years to show them how stupid they 
were! 


CHanda n. So we’ll start all over again in college! You will join! 
TARA laughs). Bastard! 

CHANDan * Vulgar girl! Calling yourself names! 

They both laugh. Chandan moves towards the main door. 
t *Ra. Where are vou going? 

Randan. Come! 

ch^' ^ ou re 8°» n g out? 

air. DAN ^ oes to h er and takes her hand in his). For some fresh 


ahesh b at 

He takes her out on the street. The lights cro Ss , f 
tara. You might get an infection. Wear a muffler, (ft/, e * 
doum the street.) At least take your bronchodilator. ^ h er 
If I need if, you can run and get it for me 


CHANDAN. 

tara. Very funny. 

They stop, facing the audience. Spot on them 
CHANDAN. The oglers are all asleep. Nalini, Roopa p r 
tara. Oh, quite a clear sky. No moon, no . . * 013 • 

chandan. No shooting stars to make wishes on’ 
tara. How true. Oh, I wish there was one! 
chandan. Make your wish any way. 
tara. What would you wish for ? 

CHANDAN. Oh, I would wish for the stars! And vou? 

Musia Chopin’s Prelude No. 2 in A minor 
tara. Me? 

CHANDAN. Yes. 

Pause. 

taiu. No, silly, the real ones. 

Pause. 

chandan. Tara? 
tara. Yes? 

chandan. Don’t cry. 

Pause. 

h. 

lhe y stand wtt h the 

s/ °wly fades out. The Z *** mterl °cked while the spot 
on Dan. Sic carries on, while the spot comes 

tfl/7 y t+ln W.i' 

If 


“"/lie trJc 

DAN (making notes I Ch„ ■ , 

Possible Dina delude No. 2 in A minor, n 

hcy ar f d y*ng have such a a' T ° audte ”ce.) People who know 
sense of attachment to it. dC<?P Under standing of life. And - 


1 - c stops. Cross-fade to Dr 1 hakkar. 

M t/SlC se paration itself was quite complicated. The 
p rTH aKKA j to be fractured in several places to facilitate 
pd v ‘ s 13 Cutting the two livers apart was an extremely 
srpa ratl0 ^ ^ a d to be careful not to damage the bile ducts, 
jelic^ I j a bout six rehearsals with dummies to make sure 
e ^ ver y detail was considered. In terms of the physical 
tl ,at ts of the surgeons during the operation as well as 

^',cTl procedure. 

> Cross-fade to Chandan listening to music. Roopa is at the 
door. She steps in very slowly, watching Chandan lost in 
the music . She has a video cassette with her. She sneaks up 
behind him. 
roopa. Boo! 

chandan (looks up at her in mock-horror). Aaagh! The ogler 
has come to get me! Help! 
roopa (annoyed). Very funny! 

Chandan turns down the music. 

It’s okay. Listen to your music. I’ll go if you don’t want me 
around. (Pause.) But since you are all alone. I’ll stay and keep 
you company. 

chandan. Where would we be without you? 

ROOM. I’m glad you appreciate my coming here. Nalini and 
a a ways crib that I spend less time with them now. 
chwdan. How heartless of you. 

5 wo n rrv V h’ Wh ° I>Ve 8013 ,OVely film We can wa,ch - 

we of those cl S "n ^ A,tracUon or anything like that. It’s 
° those class f.lms with Meryl Streep. 

CHa, ®an. She-Devil? 

it? N °’ °" e ° f her older ones - Sophie’s Choice. Have you 

CMa - nd an. Yes. 

^Oopa (d 

^sZT nted) - ° h! You don,t mind seeing it again? 






Ma hesh 

it’s about. 

^11 we see it? Just to j 0lr 

6 your 

memory? _ , , 

CHANDAN. No, I think I remember. Its about this p 0 ,, sh 

immigrant. 
roopa. Sophie. 

CHANDAN. Yes. 

roopa. And? 

CHANDAN. That’s it. 

roopa. Well, what’s her choice? 

chandan. She didn’t have a choice, you see. 

roopa. Oh. Then why is it called Sophie's Choice? 

chandan. It sounds better than Sophie Had No Choice. 

roopa. Yes, I see what you mean. But what was the choice she 
didn’t have? 

chandan ( thinks about it). Actually, she did have a choice. 
{Suddenly.) What would you do if you had to choose between a 
boy and a girl? Who would you choose? 
roopa. A boy definitely! 
chandan. Definitely? 

roopa Yes. Its bad enough studying in an all-girls’ school. 
I would definitely want a boyfriend 
chandan. No, No. I didn’t mean that! 

ROOPA. Then what did you mean? 

CHANDAN. I meant a son and a daughter 
roopa. Oh, boy child and girl child. Say that' 

CHANDAN. What would your choice be> 
roopa. Mmm ...1 would be happy with either one. 
chandan. That’s not the point. In the film, I mean. The Nat* 
will only allow her to keep one child. The other one would be 
taken away to a concentration camp or something. 
roopa. How nasty of the Nazis! 


roopa. Oh. Well, tell me what 

CHANDAN. I can’t remember. 

roopa ( brightening ). Then si 
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** Wou ,d you send your girl child to the concenttation 

CHAP®** - , . 

camp’ , not i i think it’s more civilized to drown her in 

pooP,ft'2 Anyway, there’s plenty of time to think 
mdk- ^Hhat I’m only fifteen, you know. For now I would 
^tle^or a boyfriend. Chandan, do you have any girlfriends. 

chandan- No. 

. Would you want one? 

R0 ?noan 1 don’t know. What will I do with one? 

roopa. I don’t believe this! Didn’t you go to a co-ed school in 

Bangalore? 

roopa Well, wasn’t there any one girl you were close to? 
Someone whom you shared homework with? Or someone you 
sat next to in class? 
chandan. Yes. 


chandan. Of course, Tara! 
roopa. She doesn’t count. 
chandan. What did you say? 

roopa. I said she doesn’t count. She is your sister. What 1 mean 
is she doesn’t count in this department. 
chandan. 1 understand. 

roopa. For a minute I was wondering ... (Pause.) Where is he? 
chandan. She has gone for her physiotherapy. 

Roopa. What about you? Don’t you need to go as well? 
chandan. I do. But I don’t. 

Roopa. Why? 

chandan. I just don’t, that’s all. (Pause.) Hospitals depress me. 
(Goes to the music system.) 

Roopa. I know what you mean. My cousin Saraswati had her 
appendix removed. I had to spend the night with her at the 
0s pital, you know. Her mum was tired and that’s the least 
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I coulcLdo. God! The smeJIs! The chloroform and D.D l . 
what not. I just threw up. Poor Saraswati, she had to h e | D " d 
go to the bathroom. After that, I swore I will never go ,,, 

hospital- 

Chandan inserts a cassette and plays it. 

How’s your mother? 

Chopin's Prelude No. 25 Opus 45 in A Pat plays half 
through. U 

When is she coming back? (No reply.) Is she going to be 

right? " ' a 

chandan {vaguely). I hate hospitals. The smells. The peonl 
The sterility. ^ e ‘ 

He lies on the ground or on a gadda near the music system 
He is soon engrossed in the music. Roopa slowly comes tc 
him and lies down or sits beside him. She slyly looks J 
”• He [ e f ^ presence. He looks at her. She pretends 
to be with the music. He cannot ignore her now. He slowly 
puts h,s hand on her shoulder. She freezes. He very 

as” ** w - *—««■ *» u.z 


TZSSZS&Z? s, * r *» s “» ■»> 

Chandan. You led me on! 

Roopa. How dare you say thar! 

Tara enters in the street 

rss v °:"" »...»*, 

have some hopes! lCVC ^ at * wou ^ want you to . . . You 

chandan. You are a cheat! A fraud* 

Tara is at the door. 

Roopa (i tearfully ). Oh, Tara! Y ’ 

” ,im " 
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T** 

an Shut up! 

CllA> Your brother is a real ... a real monster! 
r0 ° PA n. Stop cooking up lies! 

cH A * NpA Why he practically raped me! He’s a raper. 

r0 opa- He ' * * 

r rA R a P^ St * 

rA Don’t listen to her. She’s lying! 

chandan ^ 

A> How dare you call me a liar! 

^haNUan- How dare you call me a rapist. 

roopa. You are. You . . . you creepy thing! 

chandan- Get lost! You wanted me to do it! 

roopa. What rubbish! I only wanted to keep you company but 

vou took advantage—you . . . you ... (At a loss.) Oh! All men 

are like that. 

tara. Like what? 

roopa. Like that! You know — after one thing. 
chandan. I wasn’t after one thing. 

roopa. Well, I’m sorry. I’m just not that type. And personally 
I don’t think we are—you know—combatible. If you get what 
1 mean. 


chandan. You’re right we aren’t . . . combatible. 

Roopa. And if you really want someone who is— you should 
mcct Freni Narangiwalla. I think you will get along fine. She is 
mentally retarded! 

Pause. 


i ney wouia De quite . .. combatible. 

W ^° ^ aS ^ een su PP ressin g his laughter , giggles 
CL** , °°P a looks at him , then at Tara. Tara giggle 
thinl ^ Ursts out l au ghing. Tara laughs too. Roop 

u ’'comfortahT° theT ’° ke ^ haS missed - She sh,f ‘ 

"°OfA. \».|| , , y ' 

Takh V, ’ better 8 et going. 

°’ sta y- Ke «P us company. 




48 


49 


M <*be s h i 


' a N, 


^r a 


chandan. Yes. Please stay. 
roopa. Well, if you need me, how can I say no? 
tara. Sit down. 

roopa (sits down). What shall we do? See a movie 5 rr 
I’ve got this great cassette ... 0 T a 

tara. No. Let me tell you a story, about my friend D 
roopa. Deepa? 

tara. My classmate in school. 
chandan (to Roopa). Standard VIII. Her best friend 
tara ( with a harshness she has not shown before\ M 
beginning, she wasn’t. Used to sit next to me in da °kj n the 
Mrs Ramanathan, our science teacher, told her m v SS becausc 
tome. Until Ratbag .Vlrs Ramanathan—paircd'us^off 
stupid project. Wanted us to make a model of the sol ° rS ° rae 
or something as our homework. I decided I wo,.IH P"" 1 

^t^bTgdw^dfor i^.'soDeepThad^totak'' 1 

cove^ and guess what? ° W ‘ pUt my hand under 

Roopa. What? 

years ddand'she wa^w ' underneath! imagine. Thirteen 
loud. She went red * VVettmg ^ er bed. I laughed. I laughed out 

- 

have done so—aubesT 1 !^ 5 ^ 00 ^’ ^ Ut s ^ e ^ new 1 could easily 
my homework ' 8 ^ provocati on. I soon had her doing 

JT ** ... » hy „ . 


tara (looks at her). I t ’ s pn _. 

Roopa (laughs nervoud f \ , t0 * now what hurts other people- 

Wtu. Comes in handy. UPPOSes °- 

Roopa. Well —yes. 


Tara 

Knowing their secrets is useful. 

T.aRA. 

R OOPA.I SU PP° Se SO ' 
pause. 

tara. So h° w does lt feeI havin g one tit smaller than the other? 

Roopa is stunned. She rises, her mouth open. 

Don’t worry—it’s not very noticeable, except from a certain 

angle. Then it’s very noticeable. 

roopa. How dare you! You one-legged thing! 

tara. rd sooner be one-eyed, one-armed and one-legged than 

bean imbecile like you. An imbecile with uneven tits. 

roopa. And to think I pitied you! Oh! I think you are disgusting! 

I only come here because your mother asked me to. No, she 
didn’t ask me, she bribed me to be your best friend. Yes your 
loony mother used to give me things. Charlie bottles, lipsticks 
magazmes. Now that she's finally gone crazy, I guess she won’t’ 
be giving me much. So goodbye. (Exits.) 

TAM [shouts after her). Get lost! And please ask Nalini and 
Prema to come here. I have something to say to them— about 
you! Oh, wait till they hear this! They will love it Thev , 

ESow v y ° Ur t,tS f the ! ame Way they looked at leg! 

ablVtoconleoutof vo" V* ^ ° 8 ‘ ing 3 ‘ >° u! Y ° u be 
ugly and Tdon ‘-IT, ^ T h ° rrib ‘ e Creature! You ar « 

the sofa, glsp£g.r OP ” my h ° USe! So *“ lost! 

Pause. 

le Ked creatures. 3 " 6 n ° C ^ U8 ‘ y ° neS - We are ‘ Ho^iblc one- 
YeS ’ buI y ° u don,t have ^ say it! 

r, *A. What? ‘ ^ ,U >er) ' 1 m S ° rry ' You mustn ’t mind very much. 
t a»a. ^ being one-legged. 

C «AND AN ? s t J akes you think I mind? 

^Y«rf y) : Ifeel yourpa,„. 

° mmd * 1 m *nd very much. 
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Cross-fade to Dr Thakkar. 

DK wakka*. That’s a very interesting question. VV, U * 
fhe complex conjoinment at the pelvis, ,t is very 
hat their reproductive organs w,II develop. A lot dej n >y 
the hormone levels the.r bodies will be able to ' ">n 
Imbalances are highly probable. But enough research ha , Uc '- 
made on the subject. With the necessary supple ments j S 
unreasonable to expect them to have a fairly normal o ISrit 
otherwise. Of course, it would be impossible for either o/ 0 ,* 1 ' 5 
ro be able to reproduce. They are completely sterile. * ^ eni 
Cross-fade to Tara and Chandan. 
tara. Oh, what a waste! A waste of money. Why spend 
money to keep me alive? It cannot matter whether I live ** ^ 
There are thousands of poor sick people on the roads whoc^u 
be given care and attention, and I think I know what 1 n 
make of myself. I will be a carer for those people 1 i 
spend therestofmy life feeding and clothing those ' starsZ 

Kr; c * n ~ 

p T umos an , dSaCrifiCe myS?lf t0 3 grcat cause - That gwe 
lSvetyZonv' » S,e 'Ia e J: d ° 1 Can do "> can’t U 

That is ream- ?“ d ’ 1x031156 that is really what I want. 
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° 1 "® AN ’ It’s someth. wron „ 
tara. I don't care! 

auNM *>. Tou should. You sho u j 

you. u should care ... for people around 

Tara. How do you expe t 

d °n’r give me any feeling to k'° ^ an y t(lin g for anyone if the)' 
to be without feeling? Whv tg ' n Wldl ? Why is it wrong for me 
that nobody has done for y °“ askin g me to do someth ' ng 

*eMish* S I don t know. Somehow, it j s wrong, to be so • • ’ 


^ selfish? Yes. T ana. I have 
else' 


the right to be selfish, like 

;> ne e Z you don’t! We don’t. We arc not everyone else. 
t<l„k ’that bothers you more than it bothers me. 

^ I’m not being bothered by anything. > 

.. bo thers me to hear you preaching to me what s 
TAR *ne and what isn’t. 

*' S All right I won’t! You can do whatever you want and 
^juT maybe ... 1 will help you do whatever you want. 

Oh, don’t bother. You’re not my big brother, okay? I can 
t«ch you a trick or two if 1 want to. 
owndan (annoyed). Oh, sure! Women mature faster! 

TARA. Yes! We do. We do! And we are more sensitive, more 
intelligent, more compassionate human beings than creeps like 
you and ... and . . . 
chandan. And? 
tara. Daddy! 

Cross-fade to Dan , who is on the telephone. 

DAN. Hello. (Louder). Hello, Dad? Can you hear me? Dad? (Dials 
«guin. j Hello.- Operator, I’m having trouble getting to Bombay. 
Ondd you give me India 0226574423 please? ... I will hold 

S3 TUT-' He ‘!° ? Dad? This is Cha " da n- Praful unde 
i M mm ^ T hadCalled him ’ ’ ’ Yes ’ 1 r006 ‘ved your 
10 «)' to me r 53 | ,nit !j dagain ’ 1 know - If y° u haveanything 

^sfolke noth V a: m l an f n0t Unde • • ’ Wel ' 

n>dad? How ic ' " hook ’ when 1 m writing .. . What is 

** this? 1S 0 m h Ummy ’" OW? < P —•) How?... (lause.) When 
U aa '' Mp but fe e p aS “y ' $ “ dden? 1>m sorry, dad. But 
H°n’t thj n k I can ‘ ' ' J ' eved that lt>s all over ... No No 

a.d J knowZL „ L° r,) ': !"*• 1 how 

S'? "» b L“"’now_bu, please dad, 

Illtthln 8i but that’s not i , We ’’ 1 m m the midd| e of writing 
t s not *• It’s .ust that I don’t think 1 can face 
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” Aat anymore . Why ^"'' f^^youVe got you” 
Mk «■* "° w s ; n „d me OU NoTrhar‘l would be able to give 
brothers over here. An y ou misunderstood, dad, 

you much. I never was a happened . . . How can 
I never held you responsible ^ abouf hc r. It’s 

von (eel du. « wat you f ^ ^ ^ ^ „ ow that 

not fair to me. . lara thine | e ft tor me to come 

" haS CmIX rm hurting you deliberately, I don’t 
££ why, but I can t help the way 1 feel... Either you come 
here or you live in Bombay all by yourself . . . Well, that s too 
bad! That’s just too bad! (Hangs up.) 

Cross-fade to Tara and Cbandan. 
taka. When did you last visit mummy? You didn’t come with us 
last Sunday. 

chandan. I don't like hospitals. 
tara ( sarcastically ). I know. They depress you! 

CHANDAN. HI gO. Soon. 
tara. You’ve only come with us once. 
chasdas. I will come this Sunday. She isn’t any better, 1 know. 
You can visit her more often if you want to. 
tara. I want to. 

chakdas. Whos stopping you? 

Pause. 

Tara. Daddy 

chanda He s nice to you. 
ra/M. He talks to you more often. 
chandan. All rieht Hp 11, 

W-L / tell vo11 l 'J kS t0 me ’ b « He’s nice to vo„ 
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chandan. Nobody hates you. 

Pause. 

tara. I hate him. 
chandan. Why? 

Pause. 

tara. Chandan, I did not go to the physiotherapist today. 

chandan. Where did you go then? 

tara. To the hospital. 

chandan. What? Why didn’t you tell me? 

tara. I just decided on the way. I asked the driver to take me 

there instead ... I wanted to meet her. Alone. 

chandan. Well? What happened? 

tara. Chandan, I must meet her alone. 

chandan. Didn’t you meet her? 

tara. They wouldn’t let me! 

chandan. They who? 

tara. The hospital staff. At the reception, they asked me who 
I wanted to see. I told them. They asked me to wait. One of the 
nurses passing by recognized me. She drew the receptionist aside 
and spoke to her in a low voice. She thought I couldn’t hear 
what she was saying. But I heard! She told her that she had 
received strict instructions from our father that 1 shouldn’t on 
y account be allowed to see mummy on my own. (Pause ) 
Now tell me 1 m imagining things. Tell me that he doesn’t hate 

leek^r' ^ * ** StUp ' d ' There mUSt be a reason - Maybe he 
eels that your presence upsets mummy some way ... 

t *Ra. I would upset mummy? 

chandan. just a possibility. I didn’t mean 

'^blameless* M Tl ? ' t? 1 ™ the ° ne u P settin S her. Your daddy 
allied partyi V "" StUpid ‘ 1 must be ’ complaining to the 
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Mabesh Oat * 
lt «n, 

should be the writer, with your vvi|(j 


Crf*M»N- '° U 

inagi ru °ln I need your help. 

rm . Chanda . ^ w take your side and quarrel 

y r^a.Udon-A,nkIshouldencoura g eyou 

Z Oh, don’t believe me. All want « your help m gettj n( 
tara. vw, so I can talk to her! * 


on 


me alone with mummy 


'8 


chandan. How can I do that? 

TARA. I don’t know, maybe next time we visit her you could 
distract daddy. Pretend you are getting another attack 0r 

something. 

chandan. Hmm. And then she will disclose her dark secret to 
you. What do you think she will tell you? 
tara. She will rell me about him. 

Pause. 

chandan. I don’t think I can do it. Maybe it’s all for the best 

TARA. What? 

ayae - 

And who decides what’s good for us to hear and what 
chandan. Whatever it is if n • 

w ben he thinks we are good 3 a ^ ex j sts > W, 'M tell us himself 

ttJU. Will he? 8 dandrea dy- 

aUND>s - Trust him. He will. 


TAS -c What if the 

Snu n V She ,S des S" t e C |vT ernS him? Wl11 he tell us then? 

rttyiB8t0td,m -o m ething,a„d 

JJSfc Us ' ^ 5 ,"!^ n0t llk e daddy to Withhold 
-U./ddn^ youca f 3re iU$t • ’ ’ weI1 ’ ™ ki "« 3 


r us! 
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chandan. Wait a minute. That’s silly! 

tara. You don’t care about me, you don’t care about mummy. 
^ ou don t even want to see her. As far as you are concerned, she 
is already dead! 

chandan. 7 hat’s not true! 

Cross-fade to Dr Thakkar. 

or thakkar. Post-operative care needed just as much planning. 
Other operations may have to be made when the twins grow 
up. But the important thing is... the separation was a complete 
success. 

Cross-fade to Tara and Chandan. Patel is coming up the 
street. 


tara. Tomorrow may be too late! 

CHANDAN. Don’t. He’s disturbed enough by mummy’s . 
rARA^I’m disturbed! How dare he stop us? ( Patel enters.) 

chandan. You look tired, dad. 

PATEL. Oh, it’s just the heat, and the traffic . . . Nothing to 
CHANDAN. Are you feeling all right? 

d °"’' ’ 0 " , lbo “' ”• D ' d i° 

chandan. Well, 1 didn’t. Sorry. 

Patel. And Tara? 

chandan. She... she did go. I think. 
patel. Did she or didn’t T u 1 

chandan. Oh, yes. The car 'came, shellnZ' ^ ^ ^ 

response.) Did you^go'ro phv ^ Speak for herself? (No 
• m talking to you. Sl °t crapy? (No response] Tarn, 

Do l> didn ’ t 8 a,Wentt 0 th ehospital. 

- Don r ever go there without my permission. 
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" wo -* I'm asking for yourpcrn^.on to go tomorrow. 

^Wt will all g°- 

taka. On my own- 

r5S.ousel agoing to hate you anyway* 

Ugbu on the street. Roopa is already there. 
roots. Prema! Nalini! Are you ready? Let’s teach that bitch a 

lesson! 

The lights on the street remain low in intensity , perhaps 
from only one side, creating a grotesque shadow of Roopa. 
tara. We will go without your permission. 

PATEL- You will not! 

tara. Chandan, will you come with me? 
pattl Chandan, you can’t! 
tara. Chandan? 
path. No! Don’t go! 

tara. Will you come with me or do I have to go alone’ 

Pause. 

auKDAxWe’lI both go. 

IT ^ ' ,ghl Th “kkar, whtch remains nil the 

wo t dbe to keepthc s |rl 

*oom (shouting) T ara i r ecou Mn t allow it. 

WIa - All right. ' ° m( °" out! ^ want to talk to you! 

°« J ®AN.youme 3 nu 
'•'tn.Noldo’ eCa "8° ? 
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if he had Jived. He had power. My parents were more . . . 
orthodox, and didn’t approve of our marriage. I broke away 
from them. Ours was a happy marriage. We were all overjoyed 
when we came to know Bharati would have twins. Until certain 
tests revealed the . . . complications. 

Roopa. You can’t hide in your house forever! You have to come 
out! 

PATEL. We didn’t expect you to survive. But you did. When I first 
saw you . . . you looked like two babies hugging each other. It 
was only at a closer look . . . We were now prepared for the 
worst. Until we came to know of Dr Thakkar who was visiting 
India. He had done research abroad on such . . . cases. I came 

lere to Bombay to meet him . . . and discussed your case. There 
was hope. 

hmbcemreat'i'b tWi " S h3VC ° nl> ' ° ne ‘ eg each ’ The artificial 
limb centre at Jaipur was contacted and suitable flexible levs 

Wd be provided when they are slightly older. They S hav fo 
be changed from time to time as the twins grow up 

ROOM (shout mg). What’s the matter, you freak? Are you deaf as 

discussions wiVthe^octor^e's V ° IVed personal| y in our 

~comp.icat.on which hadn’t C 

you!(^L:; eht - Stay lnside! We ’ re »** to get a present for 
The street lights fade out. 

iJethifdTeg wa^prowid byS??** ^ blood su PPly to 

DrThlt, her and your mother had '-' ' " the g,rl ’ Your 
hakkar - I wasn’t asked to come | k P tC meetin 8 with 
me - I hat same evening, your 
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S» . Vision. Everything will be done „ 

told nte o* ^jeve what she told n.e-th at th S 

Panned.Except''^ t0 the boy • • ■ Maybe ,f , ^ 
loM ti^ *‘ v,ng ‘T.1 tried to reason with her that ,t w asn >, 
protested more strong ) do£[or wQuld rea | lzc , t was-unethical, 
right and that everH* ( ^ to|d . It was only later I came , 0 

nei °Tw intention of starting a large nursing home-th e 
know of his m e acqu ired three acres of prime lancU 

''Th wX city-front the state. Your grandfather's 
L'tical influence had been used. Atew days later, the surgery 
Z done. As planned by them, Chandan had two legs-f 0r 
two days. It didn’t take them very long to realize what a grave 
mistakethev had made. The leg was amputated. A piece of dead 
flesh which could have—might have—been Tara. Because of 
die unusual nature of the operation, it was easy to pass it off as 
a natural rejection. I—1 was meaning to tell you both when you 
were older, but... 

A special spot on Bharati. Music. 

bharati (as if to an infant m her arms). Tara! My beautiful little 
girl. Look at her smile! Smile, Tara. Smile again for me! Oh! 
See how her eyes twinkle. You are my most beautiful baby! 

The spot fades out with the music. Silence. The street area 
0< f? as brought on a poster ; say mg 'We don’t 
or post™ S ’ W lC ^ s ^ e ^ aces prominently against a wall 
Roopa {shouting). Therr wi 

the message? Freaks (Exits ) ^ arC n0t Do you gCf 

Tara stands alone in 

her and gestures to / ^°l W a daze - Chandan moves to 

from him. Chanda-’* h ° ld his hand - Tara turns away 

W-M. And she called ntehT^' 

pg^offonTara,^'] 

l,t - and Chandan. The poster rental 

DR thakkar. Yes. /ndeed 

c hno/ogy has made many th^ aS a COm plex case. But mode* 11 

gs Possible, and we are not veI ^ 
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far behind from the rest of the world. In fact, in ten years time 
wc should be on par with the best in the west. 

Dan’s area is lit. He applauds mockingly. 
dan. Thank you very much, Dr Thakkar! It has been a real 
pleasure. Now go, just... go away. (Breaks down.) Get out of 
my mind, you horrible creature! You are ugly and I don’t want 
ugly people in my memories! (Pause. Dr Thakkar's spot fades 
out.) Give me a moment and the pain will subside. Then I can 
function again. (Pause, more controlled now.) Yes. The material 
is there. But the craft is yet to come. Like the amazfng 
Dr Thakkar, I must take something from Tara—and give it to 
myself. Make capital of my trauma, my anguish, and make it 
my tragedy. To masticate them in my mind and spit out the 
result to the world, in anger.. (Slowly, as if in a trance , picks up 
his typed sheets and starts tearing them as he speaks.) My 
progress so far—I must admit—has been zero . . . But I persist 
with the comforting thought that things can’t get any worse. 
All I find every day is one typewritten sheet. . . with the tide of 
the play, my name and address, and the date. Nothing changes 
. .. except the date . . . 


His voice-over fades in as the spot fades out. 

(Voice-over.) Someday, after I die, a stranger will find this 
recording and play it. The voice is all that will remain. No 
writing. No masterpiece. Only a voice—that once belonged to 
an object. An object like other objects in a cosmos, whose orbits 

ThotXr ,nCd ^ th ° Se t r ° Und - M ° ving in a forced harmony, 
nose who survtve are those who do not defy the gravity of 

others. And those who desire even a moment of freedom find 

themselves hurled into space, doomed to crash with some 

iutmT Tu <W) 1 "° IOngerdeS ‘ re that f-edom. 1 move 
just move. Without meaning. I forget Tara I fnro*t T . . ’ 

A spot fades in—empty 
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„ „ mf whcre, sometime, I look up at a shooting star.. 
Buf*> n1fWnc _ c n * a ntten oerson wonlH . 




H ,„. S that a long-forgotten person would forgi^ £ 

^ ** with ° ut Ump,ng - ° an au ° ‘ 

without the limp. 


lQ PPea fi 


And will hug me. Once again. 

They kneel , face to face. 

Forgive me, Tara. Forgive me for making it my tragedy. 

Tara embraces Dan as the music starts. The expl 0s 
opening of Brahms' First Concerto. They hug each oth* 

tightly. 

Slow fade out. 


• • • 



